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WHAT YOU GET: 


1—BARBELL. This adjusta- 
ble attachment enables you 
to perform lifting exercises 
which will duplicate the re- 
sults of heavy, clumsy bar- 
bells. 

2—WALL PULLEYS. With 
this ingenious part of the 
COMPLETE HOME GYM, you 
can perform any wall pully 
exercise . . . wonderful for 
conditioning the chest and 
back. 

3—HAND GRIPS. To in- 
crease the power of the 
hand, wrist and arm, 
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supplement to the wall 
pully, this device will build, 
with remarkable speed, the 
whole upper body. 
5—ROWING MACHINE 
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outstanding feature of this 
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feeling young and vigor- 
ous. In itself it is worth the 
price of the entire HOME 
GYM, 
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7—HEAD STRAP. Your 
vital neck muscles spring 
alive through the use of this 
clever attachment. 
8—SKIP ROPE. An old 
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building speed and coor- 
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hours of fun and relaxation, but most important of all, find new, 
undreamed of strength and vitality by exercising with this 
COMPLETE HOME GYM. You can easily and quickly build 
the kind of body you’ve always wanted without spending a for- 
tune at a Health Club or gymnasium. What the health clubs 
and elaborate body building mail order courses claim they can 
do for you, you can do for yourself right in your own home and 
for a price you can afford. 

PERFECT FOR BEGINNERS—The COMPLETE HOME 
GYM is based on the theory of adjustable tension. This means 
that you adjust the amount of tension by either increasing or 
decreasing the number of springs on the exercisers. As you 
‘progress in your training your strength increases and therefore 
you require greater resistance. Thus even the youngest child 
can benefit from the HOME GYM. 

Simply follow the instructions, a few hours each week, then 
marvel at the result as thousands of others have done before you. 


ORDER NOW LY $14 POSTPAID 


Better Health Institute, Dept. BB-2 
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Please rush me your COMPLETE HOME GYM. | enclose $14 as 
payment in full. 
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the world. Yes, ONLY in B. I. will you find the exclusive, sensational photo- 
graphs you've been raving about. 

Because the best brains in boxing and wrestling are responsible for putting 
it together each month. You get top-notch articles and pictures of your 
favorite ring stars—inside stories unavailable elsewhere—behind-the-scenes 
scoops that will shock and thrill you—and ONLY in B. 1. will you fiind 
the officia! monthly wrestling ratings! 


BOXING ILLUSTRATED Wrestling News- 
gets RIGHT TO THE HEART OF THE MATTER! 


That's why such great stars as Dr. Jerry Graham say, "Reading about my 
fellow wrestlers in BOXING ILLUSTRATED is almost as much fun as 
throwing them out of the ring." And why Mark Lewin agrees, "The inside 
stories on my opponents tell me a lot about their character—gives me 
valuable hints I can use in the ring!" And listen to Ricki Starr: "I don't 
need any help in the ring—I just read your magazine for the wonderful 
entertainment I get out of ic.” Or Don Leo Jonathan: "I'm a big guy, so 
like the cigarette ad says, I like my pleasure big—and B. I. is the biggest 
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READERS 


PROS and CONS 


The returns are n. The ballots have 
been counted and we have the results of the elec- 
tion. WRESTLING REVUE has been voted the finest 
All-Wrestling Magazine in history by not only the 
general public, but by those in the business as well; 
the magazine distributors, the promoters, the tele- 
vision networks and the wrestlers themselves. With 
that kind of encouragement we guarantee WRES- 
TLING REVUE will run for many another campaign. 

WRESTLING REVUE hit the newsstands like a 
bombshell. Sales records were broken overnight, 
and while it was intended that copies of the first 


issue (Fall, 1959) would remain on sale three 


months, they were completely sold out in the vast 
majority of cities in less than a week. We expected 
to have a good sale, but never in our wildest dreams 
did we anticipate so resounding a reception. 

And with the record sales, of course, came the 
letters—by the sackful—98% favorable and com- 
plimentary. Practically everybody had something 
to say about the lead story, ‘Wrestling Must Have 
a Genuine Champion." Many backed our pro- 
posals regarding this very delicate subject, while 
others were violently opposed. 


Here are a few typical responses. 


Sirs: 

Although your new wrestling magazine has many 
fine articles, the overall effect was spoiled by your 
feature story, ‘Wrestling Must Have A Genuine 
Champion.” We already have a champion who is 
completely genuine. His name is Pat O'Connor and 
he won the title from Dick Hutton in St. Lovis, Mis- 
souri on January 9, 1959. Any of your readers who 
hear.anything to the contrary are being misled. 

Hutton gained the title on November 14, 1957 
at Toronto, Canada when he forced Lou Thesz to 
concede with his abdominal stretch. 

Now comes the part that really made me sore! 
You. have the gall to suggest that championship 


matches be held out of public view (in secret). That 


is ridiculous! The system now used in determining 
the champion is best; your plan stinks! 

KEITH HALL 
Toronto, Ganada 


First let the opposition speak: 


@ We were well aware of the Hutton-Thesz and 
O’Connor-Hutton bouts. The letter directly below, 
one of the many received naming different men 
as champion, is one of the reasons we published 
that controversial story.—ED.. 


Sirs: 
I read your article “Wrestling Must Have A Genuine 
Champion” in the first issue of WRESTLING REVUE and I'd 
like to inform you that we not only have a genuine cham- 
pion, but a great one! His name is Wladek "Killer" Kowalski. 
He won his title from Edouard Carpentier on May 3, 1958. 
He has beaten men like Pat O'Connor and Lou Thesz and 
recently he retained his championship against Antonino 
Rocca. I get a laugh out of all those guys who still claim the _ 
title even after the Killer has wiped the floor with them. : 
GREGORY FARLEY ~ 

Malden, Mass. : 


@ As we said before: Wrestling Must Have A 
Genuine Champion! As for our proposed method 
in determining the champion, let's again hear 
from the nays.—ED. 


Sirs: 

I agree with your plan except for one thing; there should 
be no Commission having anything whatsoever to say in 
the matter. The champion must score the deciding fall and 
the referee is the man to call it. 

WILLIAM J. BATES 
Minong, Wis. 


€ Actually we anticipated this kind of lively 
response from the followers of the world's live- 
liest sport. A sport worth following is worth 
defending and getting excited about. In fact 
some of you became so excited that your letters 
cannot be printed because of Post Office regula- 
tions. The letters appreciated most, of course, 
were those which offered constructive criticism 
and suggestions. Here is one of the best.—ED. 


Sirs: 

As a YMCA wrestling instructor I found most alarming 
your implication that "real" wrestling con never come back 
as a major sport. I disagree! In my opinion "shooting 
matches," governed by a proper set of rules, can be very 
exciting and interesting and therefore very popular with the 
general public. 

The present amateur rules would be unsatisfactory in such 
bouts because they are too restrictive and hence would tend 
to make matches for general public consumption uninterest- 
ing. I suggest that a committee of qualified men be appointed 
to study the situation and then offer their recommendations. 
The committee should observe matches in all parts of the 
world with a view toward establishing a set of rules which 
would ensure both exciting matches and a just method of 
determining the champion of the world. 

All this would take time, of course, but wrestling has been 
having its ups and downs for more than 3,000 years. A few 
more years will hardly be missed if something constructive 


comes out of it. 
.DON HAWKINS 


Guelph, Canada 
е 


Ф There is no room for compromise in wrestling 
today; either you stage a professional bout or an 
amateur bout. А mixture of the two can never 
be. Let the collegiate and AAU people do things 
their own way, and let the "mass appeal" type 
of professional wrestling continue to draw cheers 
from the crowds and dollars through the turn- 
stiles. 

All we are concerned with is the establishment 
of a foolproof method of determining the "real" 
professional world's champion. Here is a typical 
letter from one who approved heartily with what 
we suggested.—ED. 


Sirs: 

I just finished reading my first issue of WRESTLING 
REVUE and without a doubt it is the finest magazine of its 
kind ever published. You deserve the gratitude of all wres- 
tling fans. When I came to the story "Wrestling Must Have 
A Genuine Champion," I read it very carefully because I 
wanted to find out once and for all just who the champion 
was. Although you did not commit yourself, which I later 
realized wasn't your purpose, I did understand what you 
were driving at and I agree whole-heartedly with your ideas. 
The vast majority of my friends also agree and we have 
already written letters to our State Athletic Commission 
backing up your great plan. Keep up the good work. 

BETTY CARPENTER 
Elkton, Maryland 


@ Your letter was most encouraging. 
In fact, all the comments received 


were encouraging and appreciated. 


Let us know what you want to see in 
future issues of WRESTLING REVUE- 
as well what you don't want. We 
can’t guarantee to please all of you 
all the time, but if we maintain 


our average, we'll be satisfied.—ED. 


A. 
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It doesn’t happen often, 
but once in awhile, 

from out of the pack, 

there emerges one wrestler 
who is so outstanding 

that everybody, 


including his rivals, agree that 


he is the greatest. 


There HAS BEEN ONLY ONE truly great wrestler 
in the last fifteen years—his, name is Lou Thesz. 

Those words.came as a shock to those who heard 
them. But the shock soon wore off when you considered 
the source. Ed "Strangler" Lewis, one of wrestling's all 
time greats, continued: "І have never been in the habit 
of throwing the word 'great' around loosely. It is true 
that since the war ended we have had some very good 
boys. Some I would even call superb. But I reserve the 
word great for super wrestlers. Fellows like Frank Gotch, 
Joe Stecher and Jim Londos." 

“You left out Ed Lewis," a voice interrupted. 

The old champion grinned. *I just wanted you to re- 
mind me," he shot back. 

The dean of American wrestling for the last 30 Seir 
was holding court in his Oklahoma City home and, as it 
always is when he gets together with members of the old 
“gang,” there was a lot of reminiscing and debating 
about who was good, who was better, who was the best. 
Nobody disputed the fact that Gotch was the greatest of 
all time. It was also agreed that each era since Gotch 


Just such a man is the King.... 


LOU THESZ 


by Richard E. Hart 


was dominated by an outstanding wrestler, in some in- 
stances by two or three. These were Stecher, Ivan Pod- 
dubney, Londos and, of course, Strangler Lewis. Lewis 
retired for good in 1936, now the question was: Who 
have been the great ones since then? 

Lou Thesz and only Lou Thesz seemed to be the over- 
whelming opinion. We discussed the matter for a long, 
long time... . 

Every now and then a man is Born to the Purple, as 
they say; that is, he is destined to take up a certain 
calling at which he will be the world’s best, the “king”, 
and when the history of his time is written, his name will 
lead all the rest. 

Such a man is Lou Thesz, wrestler. There was never 
any doubt about Lou's future, from the day he was born 
above a St. Louis cobbler's shop in 1916. Sandor Thesz, 
the cobbler, spoke broken English and his back was a 
trifle bent from toiling over his bench those endless 
hours, but there was a disarming firmness in his voice 
'when he told friends, *We named Louis after this great 
city where he was born, and so he is already touched 
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In Montreal bout with Edouard Carpentier, Thesz tries 
fo keep balance as Carpentier clamps on leg lock. 


with greatness. Now he must live up to it.” 

And the friends, impressed that a cobbler should speak 
this way, asked, “—But Sandor, he is so young! What 
will he do? At what will he be great? Will he be a great 
shoemaker?” 

Sandor Thesz would say, “Не will be a great wrestler. 
He will be the world’s champion.” And the friends would 
shrug and raise their eyes to the heavens, for what right 
had a mere cobbler to talk that way? 

Sandor Thesz was a modest man. Few of his ac- 
quaintances knew that he had once been the middle- 
weight wrestling champion of Austria-Hungary. That 
had been in the days when Graeco-Roman wrestling 
was the most popular sport in Europe. 

It was Graeco-Roman wrestling that young Louis 
Thesz was taught as he began to grow up in Missouri. 
It wasn’t hard for the father to instill in his husky son a 
love for the sport. Lou took to it with a zest that added 
ten years to the old man’s life. They would practice for 
hours, weaving and swerving, straining and shoving in 
the unspectacular style of wrestling that went out of style 
with Frank Gotch, insofar as the Western World is con- 
cerned, but which still enjoys isolated pockets of popu- 
larity in Europe. Since there is great skill concerned with 
Graeco-Roman, it is great training for any amateur or 
professional catch-as-catch-can wrestler. 

Lou became good at it. He became so good that 
George Tragos, a former Olympic champion from Greece 
then living in St. Louis, heard about him. Tragos took 
one look at the boy and voiced the words of Sandor 
Thesz: “This is a future champion. I’ve never seen such 


Thesz is about to hand his champion- 
ship belt to Ed Lewis before a bout. 


speed before, the way he oozes into a hold—hell, he’s 
got everything!” 

Not quite. Everything but experience. Friends of Tra- 
gos, who knew that the former Olympian was training 
young Thesz, warned him about putting Lou in the ring 
too soon. George replied, "This kid doesn't need expe- 
rience! He's like a rookie ball-player who jumps from 
college or sandlot ball into the Big Leagues. He's just a 
natural." 

One day, after a heavy workout in the gym, Tragos 
nodded approvingly. “Lou, take a rest for a few days. 
I'm setting up an appointment for you to wrestle a friend 
of mine. He's pretty good so I want you in top shape. 
What you do with him will determine your future." 

Lou Thesz, now a handsome giant of 17, stood over 
six feet tall and weighed 210. His corded muscles were 
those of a grown man, and so was his skill. Eager with 
the spirit of youth, Lou said, “Sure. Who d'you want me 
to wrestle? Bring 'em all on—including Strangler Lewis." 
He laughed at his own joke. 

Tragos said slowly, "That's exactly who you're going 
to wrestle.” 

The laugh froze in Lou's throat. He brushed back his 
jet black hair and gulped. “You’re crazy! Lewis is the 
best wrestler in the whole world!” 

George Tragos shook his head. *Nope—you are. But 
don't let it go to your head. I told Ed about you and he 
asked me who the hell the punk was that I was keeping 
under wraps. So I told him that you could beat him and 
he said name the day, and he'd kill you. So I named the 
day. Next Thursday." Tragos' eyes twinkled as he spoke. 


If there is any anecdote that Strangler Lewis likes to 
tell, it's how Lou Thesz and he wrestled in George 
Tragos’ gym that day twenty-seven years ago. 

“When I walked into the gym,” Lewis says, “George 
was there with his young protege and I could see right 
away that, if he had nothing else, this Thesz squirt had 
the look of a real wrestler. That’s important. Some guys 
look like weight-lifters, some look like swimmers—and 
when they start wrestling, well, they wrestle like lifters 
and swimmers! But not Lou. I had a feeling I was about 
to have my hands full. Unless he fainted first!" Here the 
Strangler laughs delightedly. “Poor Lou kept staring at 
me as though I was a god or something. And for a few 
minutes after we squared off it looked as though Га 
have to stick a hot coal in his pants to get him moving. 

“And then we started to wrestle. What do you think 
happened?" (Although most wrestling writers and his- 
torians know what happened, they let Ed tell it.) "This 
17-year-old Hunky pinned me in 22 seconds with a com- 
bination arm-bar and half-nelson!” 

In a way, history had been made. Ed Lewis decided 
immediately that Lou Thesz was the next champion of 


the world. He took over his management, as well as the 
training. Lou admits today that, although George Tragos 
knows as much about wrestling as any living person, 
Lewis brings to the sport a kind of fire that transmits 
itself to his proteges and makes them “better than they 
really are." It is that something "extra" that makes 
champions. 

Lewis wasn't quite right in his scheduling. Lou Thesz 
was not the next champ—he missed by one, for a power- 
ful, incredibly fast wrestler out of Colorado named 
Everett Marshall was destined to be champion ‘before 
Lou was quite ready to try for the title. 

Before meeting Marshall in 1937, after two more 
years of apprenticeship, Thesz took on one of the world's 
best, Ray Steele, and held him to a draw. That match 
was the stepping stone to a title bout with Marshall. 

This eventful encounter took place on December 29, 
and Ed Lewis' last words to his pupil as Lou entered 
the ring were: “You know what I want for Christmas, 
Lou." 

He got it. A world championship for Thesz. That 
match, by those who witnessed it, is remembered as one 


(continued on page 71) 


He came off a lonely lowa farm to amaze 


and tremendous strength And when he died in 1917, 


FRANK GOTCH had already established himself as 


THE GREATEST 


dux PANIC OF ’73 was over and the Blizzard of '88 
was still ten years away. In between, the only exciting 
thing to happen was the birth of a husky baby boy in 
Humboldt, lowa. It was exciting to Farmer Gotch, any- = 
way. Two weeks after the event, Gotch thrust both fore- 
fingers into the crib where his pink infant son gurgled 
happily. The little one seized both fingers in his ‘tiny 
hands, and when the father withdrew them, the baby k 
was swung aloft. 
“Look,” the farmer screamed to the household, “little 
Frank’s got the Gotch grip. When he grows up he’ll take 
on the likes of Bill Muldoon! Yep—he’s going to be the 
wrestling champ o' the whole country!” : 
This prophecy was partly right. Frank Gotch did not 
begin his wrestling career until long after William Mul- 
doon, American Champion, had retired from the ring. 


Gotch is followed by seconds, reporters and photogra- 
phers as he heads for ring to face Hackenschmidt.“ 


: І 


the whole world with his remarkable skill 


at the age of 39, 


WRESTLER OF ALL TIME 


However, Gotch did win the American title. He did more 

. than that. He became the greatest wrestler of all time. 
The story of how he did it is an American Classic involv- 
ing, as it does, a humble birth in the Midwest, a pros- 
pecting journey to the Klondike, a steady rise to fame and 
success, a premature defeat and an astounding comeback 
to eventual world supremacy. 

The Klondike episode was the making of Gotch as 
both a wrestler and a man. It is a-coincidence that another 
top-ranking figure in world sports, Tex Rickard, got his 
start in that same lusty region where fame, fortune and 
death came with equal swiftness. The two great men met 
briefly but with enough impact to warrant mention in 
Rickard’s autobiography. 

Those must have been wonderful days in that wild 
land which, like a golden magnet, drew to it a horde of 


by JONATHAN WALKER 


evil and good men, strong and weak, heroic and cowardly. 
Gotch, barely a man of 21, reached Dawson City in 1899. 
The career which Howered in the Yukon had been planted 
some months earlier when Gotch defeated a very good 
wrestler named Marshall Green. In that same year an 
even more important event took place—his defeat by the 
great Farmer Burns, “dean of all American wrestlers.” 
Burns was also a marvelous teacher. He took Gotch 
under his sizable wing and developed this fine raw talent 
into a man of invincibility. From the beginning—when 
Frank almost pinned him in 1899—Burns resolved that 
Gotch would some day be champion. 

Frank was popular in the Klondike, a place where you 
could be popular only by being tough. One of the tough- 
est was a big bear of a man named Billy Murdock, who 
had wrestled the best professionals in Alaska and Canada. 

(continued on next page) 


Frank rests outside ring after first fall of his match 
with Hackenschmidt in Chicago ball park in 1908. 


Before the great match starfed, a confident Gotch, left, 
shakes hands with a very worried Hackenschmidt. 


Following young Gotch’s very first Klondike match, in 
which he hurled a Prospector through the wall of a saloon, 
Murdock challenged him. Confident, Murdock posted a 
$500 guarantee. 

Like ants to a picnic, a hundred lumberjacks, fur 
traders and gold men crowded into the rough-hewn 
saloon to watch the match. There was no ring, just the 
hard wood floor. The two contestants, stripped to the 
waist, faced each other at opposite ends of the bar. 
Gotch, toughened further by his outdoor life, had 
achieved the superb physique that was probably one of 
the most perfect athletic bodies of all time. Neither lean 
and ropy, like the average boxer, nor ponderous and 
bulky like most wrestlers—and without the great binding 
muscles of the weight-lifter-Frank was a combination 
of all three, being exceptionally strong with fantastic 
stamina and incredible speed. All of this, plus his clean, 
wholesome good looks, made a most favorable impres- 
sion on all who watched him. 

It resulted, that day in a Dawson saloon, in Billy 
Murdock crashing headlong into the bar, flying the length 
of the saloon and, for the third fall, being pinned so 
hard and fast that both his shoulder blades were nearly 
broken against the hard boards. 

The defeated wrestler was still lying there when the 
audience, rugged men all, assaulted the bar and hailed 
the "next champion of Alaska!" Frank, who could drink 
as well—at least—as he could wrestle, bought the first 
round with some of the $500 he had won. “This,” he 
told his glass-clinking friends, “is an easier way to make 
money than digging for it in the ground.” 

Nevertheless, Frank tried his hand at digging again. 
But not for long. While he was in the field, he was chal- 
lenged by the second best wrestler in the Klondike, a 
man named White. Returning to town, Frank found 
that the betting was heavily for White. So he shot the 
works on himself at wonderful odds. Eighteen minutes 
after the match started, the upstart kid from Iowa threw 
his tough opponent for the third time to win himself 
$3000 and the beginning of immortality. 

Frank clinched his reputation as a leading wrestler 
a short time later when he met Silas Archer, the cham- 
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Scene taken with an early telephoto lens, shows Gotch, 
left, trying to work underneath Hackenschmidt Фо be in 


pion of Alaska. It took him thirty seconds longer to 
polish off Silas than White. And now the world knew 
that an exciting new personality had zoomed into the 
sporting firmament. A star was born. , 

It is agreed in most circles that the greatest wrestling 
bout of all time took place just six years later. This was 
the historic match between Frank Gotch and the Russian 
Lion, George Hackenschmidt. At stake was the world 
championship. , 

The general belief is that Gotch defeated the Russian 
with his famous toe hold, the dreaded weapon that Frank 
invented and used with tremendous success. However, 
as most eye-witnesses said, the truth is that after two 
hours of the roughest kind of wrestling against a superbly 
conditioned athlete, *Hack" realized his cause was hope- 
less and gracefully "retired." 

Yet, when viewed side by side, any sane observer 
would have picked Hackenschmidt to tear his smaller 
opponent apart. One of the best-built men of all time, 
Hack was a great weightlifter and body-builder, with 
huge rippling muscles that made Gotch look like a col- 
lege undergraduate. Still the former farm boy had one 
of the most deceptive physiques of all time. Smooth, 
almost soft-looking, it was covered with a quality of 
muscle possessed by few weightlifters. His strength of 
arm was so great that, once he got his infamous toe hold 
on a man, the victim was through. 

The great match was held at the Dexter Park Pavilion 
in Chicago on April 3, 1908. Thirteen thousand persons 
watched it, many of them leaders of the world, some 
were top flight figures in other sports, some were leading 
writers, some were intellectuals. 

Before the bout began, “Farmer” Burns, Gotch's chief 
second, was asked about Frank's strategy. A newspaper- 
man said, ^Will he handle Hack the way he handled 
you, Farmer?" 

The older man grinned reminiscently. “Why not? It 
worked with me, it worked with Tom Jenkins, Emil 
Klank, Hjalmar Lundin, Fred Beell and all the others. 
ІСП work with this Roosian, too. Hell, man, I could 
take this fellow on myself if my wind was just a bit 
better." 


position for securing his famous toe-hold. A few mo- 
ments after picture was taken, Frank got the hold. 


, Gotch, resting nonchalantly in preparation for the 
big match, grinned. *Go on, Farmer, tell 'em how you 
beat me back in ’99.” 

Burns did. He also told of his protege's Klondike 
experiences and how, when he returned to civilization 
after his roughhouse apprenticeship in the Far North, 
he was not only the best but the toughest wrestler in 
the whole country. “Frank’s always been rough. He 
scares half o' the guys he meets; they're beat before they 
even get into the ring.” 

The ex-champion, once warmed up, went on to de- 
Scribe Gotch's rise to success in his chosen field, taking 
on all comers and beating everyobdy. The first of two 
roadblocks in his was was Tom Jenkins, champion in 
1902-03. Accepting Frank's challenge, Jenkins thrashed 
him decisively, to the surprise of everyone. The next 
year, though, they met again. This time Gotch's mastery 
proved itself. The Iowa farm boy, after five years in the 
ring. won the American title. 

"Frank got known around the world," continued 
Burns, “when he entered the big International Tourna- 
ment in Canada in 1905. All he did was beat everybody 
else! And some good men were there too—Carkeck, Fill- 
more, Ardahl, Yankee Rodgers—damn near killed him— 
Dan McLeod—why, there were fifty of the world’s best 
wrestlers there! And Frank beat 'em all." 

Emil Maupas was the best foreigner in the tourna- 
ment. In two matches with him Frank had to fight both 
the Frenchman and the referee, who had a habit of blow- 
ing the whistle whenever Maupas was in trouble—which 
was often—and getting out of breath whenever Gotch 
was in difficulty. Frank finally beat them both by pinning 
Maupas in 22 minutes to win the Canadian champion- 
ship. From then on, the name of Frank Gotch was a 
synonym for wrestling. 

Roadblock number two for Gotch was a little eel 
named Fred Beell. Weighing only 169 pounds, Beell 
met Frank in 1906. It is conceded by just about every- 
one except a few Gotch-haters that Beell won on a fluke. 
That is, Frank ran headlong into.a ringpost during the 
match and knocked himself silly. After that it was easy 
for the speedy Beell to pin him. 

Farmer Burns finished the story. “This little blankety- 
blank Beell took advantage of Frank—though I can't 
say's I blame him, seeing it was the only way he could 
win. Frank was hurt so bad that in his dressing room 
later on he collapsed, blood all over him and babbling 
hysterical. So they made Beell a hero and for two weeks 
he was cock o' the walk." 

Burns had to laugh. “Yep, two weeks after—sixteen 
days—they had а return bout. The public demanded it. 
Y'know what happened, of course. Frank upended that 
Beell twice in almost no time, in Kansas City, and got 
back his championship." 

There came a call from the hall outside. Burns rose 
to his feet, a towel draped around his neck. *And it's 
goin’ t'be the same here tonight," he said. “Frank’s going 
t'turn this Roosian inside out and prove he's the world 
champion!" f 

They filed up and into the ring where Hackenschmidt, 
the Russian Lion, waited. The partisan but sportsman- 
like American crowd had cheered the foreign invader 
mightily, but when Gotch entered the ring the roof blew 
off. Few sports figures these days receive the hysterical 
acclaim accorded the favorite of a half century ‘ago. 
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One of a series of. photos 
taken in 1910 for book 
titled "The Art of 
Wrestling” by Frank 
Gotch, shows Frank 
demonstrating how to 
apply crotch and 
half-nelson. 


Furthermoré the purses were, for the champions at least, 
as great. For his eighteen and a half minutes work in 
defeating the Alaskan champion Gotch had made exactly 
$1000 a minute. All of his big matches were proportion- 
ately profitable. Including the biggest of all, the first one 
with George Hackenschmidt. 

As the fans and principals settled down for the bout, 
Farmer Burns gave Frank his final instructions. “Rough 
him up, Frank—bloody him. He don’t like to take his 
lumps. They tell me he's got a yellow streak. If so, we'll 
bring it out of him.” 

Jack Carkeek, who had been defeated years before by 
Hackenschmidt, agreed. Working in Gotch’s corner also, 
Carkeek probably knew more about the Lion than any- 
one in America. “If I'd known about that yellow streak 
then, I’d have beat him,” he said. “But you get some 
blood in his eyes—his own blood—and he’ll soften up 
for sure.” 

That was a big part of the strategy. And it worked. 
“Watch this,” said Carkeek. He strode over to Hack’s 
corner and joyfully engaged in a happy pastime of fight 
and wrestling managers since the days of the London 
Prize Ring, “baiting” the opposition. He put his hands 
on his hips and sneered at Hackenschmidt, “You think 
you’re a lion, eh? Well, I’ve got the greatest living lion- 
tamer in the other corner—and he thinks you're just a little 
tabby cat! And when you spit at him, he's going to tie 
your tail in a knot. What do you think of that?" 

Hackenschmidt didn't answer, but it was obvious what 
he thought. He stared at Gotch, his brow furrowed, his 
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Very rare photo shows Gotch, left, shaking hands with 
the great Mohmont Yousoff at Dexter Pavilion in Chi- 
cago. Gotch won after hard match. Referee is Ed Smith. 


massive muscles tensed. He was plainly worried. It 
showed when the referee called the two men to the center 
of the ring. After they shook hands, the Russian said to 
Frank in a very conciliatory tone of voice, his lips edged 
with a wan smile, “Mr. Gotch, you know this is going to 
be a wrestling match, not a fist fight.” 

Gotch, surprised, regarded him briefly. In that moment 
he knew he had the match won before it even started. 
Hackenschmidt knew all about Gotch’s rough tactics and, 
by admitting his fear of them, had conceded the bout 
and the world title then and there. 

“Don’t tell. me what to do,” said Frank, scowling 
although he felt like laughing. "ГІЇ do what I damn well 
please. If I feel like slugging, ГЇЇ slug! Be warned!” 

The first five minutes were routine, with each wrestler 
gripping the back of the other’s neck and waltzing 
around for an opening. When it finally came it was Gotch 
who broke through—at the same time nearly breaking 
the skull of his opponent. He thrust his hand up sharply 
and opened a cut over the Russian's eye. Blood poured 
from the wound for the duration of the brawl. And what 
was left of Hack’s courage poured out with it. 

At the end of an hour it was clear that only a miracle 
could save Hack’s title. The Russian’s face was bloody 
and swollen, his eyes black, his nose puffed. Gotch had 
a few marks but no cuts. From time to time, while 
clamping a hold on his man, he joked with friends at 
the ringside, and at other times made fun of his distressed 
opponent. 

Forty minutes later Hackenschmidt asked for a draw. 
He knew he was going to lose and hoped to save his 


dignity. But Frank would have none of it—he wanted, 
and intended to get, the world title. н 

He got it at the end of two hours and three minutes. 
That's when, after escaping from a terrifying and painful 
toe hold, Hackenschmidt muttered, exhausted, "I give 
up." But it was not that hold that beat him, nor was he 
pinned. He just quit. а 

The “Lion’s” lack of courage was proved—if there was 
any doubt—when, after a given time, he failed to come 
out of his dressing room for a second fall. His spirit 
and heart had been broken by the greatest wrestler of 
all time. 

There is a footnote to the Hackenschmidt-Gotch affair. 
In a much less interesting return match in 1911, also in 
Chicago, Gotch again beat the Russian Lion decisively. 
This one was promoted by the gaudy Jack Curley and 
was probably the last of the oldtime-bigtime matches; it 
guaranteed Hack $15,000 out of more than a $100,000 
gate, with $21,000 going to Gotch. In those days of real 
dollars, that was money! Hackenschmidt appeared in the 
ring with his leg encased in splints, explaining that he had 
injured his knee in training. Although this may have 
been true, it seemed to many that it was a prearranged 
alibi for certain defeat. The crowd, of course, went 
berserk at the outrage and nearly tore the ring apart in 
violent protest. 

Hackenschmidt to this day defends his integrity. Now 
living in London, the aged Lion purrs: I was cheated. 
I had a crippled leg and still Gotch couldn’t throw me. 
I ended the dreary business myself when I gave him two 
falls purposely. Gotch never did beat me! 

Enough of Hackenschmidt. It’s just too bad that poor 
Frank isn't around now to hear his noisy boast—he'd 
doubtless sail for England on the next boat, and wouldn't 
that result in the match of the century! 

The stories of Gotch and his hundreds of matches, 
99% of them thrillers, would fill a book—and should. In 
all history only four wrestlers could approach the Iowa 
farmer in ability: Stanislaus Zybszko, Ed Strangler Lewis, 
Joe Stecher and Ivan Poddubney. Though none ever 
achieved the popularity and worshipful respect paid 
Gotch in his lifetime. 


Gotch was a handsome man whose smooth-muscled 
body did not indicate his tremendous strength. 


The last five years: of Frank's reign were happy ones, 
with many exciting tales emerging. One involves the 
wonderful Dr. Roller, a relatively small man, yet en- 
dowed with great strength and even more courage. 
Eighteen months before he first defeated Hackenshmidt, 
Gotch had been held to a draw by Roller. Roller then: 
challenged Gotch's claim to the world title. It was a silly 
thing to do! (continued on page 14) 
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Skull Murphy 


WRESTLING’S ONE-MAN GANG 


by JAMES LONGSTREET 


Strapping Skull Murphy Ons OF WRESTLING’s greatest tragedies began on 


a cold winter morning in Winnipeg, Canada, twelve years 
. ago. At first it didn’t look like a tragedy; it looked like 
has a bitter hatred an ordinary street fight among a bunch of -high school 3 
kids. . 
| There were three of them, all tough and all eager to 
| for the whole show how tough they were. They followed the fourth, a 
tall skinny kid with a knit cap pulled low over his ears 
| and his collar turned up high. Through the slums of Win- 


human race— and nipeg the trail led, from school to the skinny kid’s home. 


Only they didn’t let him make it—not quite. In a dead- 


s ; end alley they trapped him as he tried to escape by climb- 
5 j ing a ten-foot fence. They pulled him down and he fell 
ut shows in the ring. heavily to the pavement. As the pale-faced youth gained 
his feet slowly, the three closed in tight. 
“Well, if it ain't old Baldy,” said the spokesmen for the 
miniature mob. “Sorry, Baldy, it’s a case of mistaken 
Other matmen Say, identity—we thought you were another guy, somebody 
we don’t like.” He leered at the others. It was obvious 
that they had. the guy they wanted. 


“when you re wrestling “Yeh, that’s right, Baldy—but so long as you’re here, 


how about giving us a look at that bald head о” yours, 


Skull, it’s like being ар thin boy, who faced his tormentors with his head 


high but fear in his deep blue eyes, swallowed hard. His 
ы M face was not an unusual one; in fact it wasn't bad look- 
in there with ing at all. Except for one thing. He had no eyebrows. 
: you know what I look like,” he said bravely, “don’t 
h l d I? - you ever get tired of bothering me?” 

a a f- ozen guys б This show of spunk annoyed the three young hoods. 
It was what they’d been waiting for. In their infantile 
minds it gave them an excuse to get rough. 

“No,” said the spokesman, “we don’t get tired—and 
we ain’t ever goin’ to get tired. But you are!” And with 
that, he snatched at the victim’s knit cap and yanked 
it from his head. The sight that greeted them was famil- 
iar, indeed. 

Young John Murphy’s head was completely bald. 
Worse, his skin was of the kind that hugged the bone, 
making his naked head look remarkably like that of a 


18 


ЖЕЕ наь ль 


1 
і 


completely fleshless skull. The tragedy took shape as the 
three youths hooted at the unfortunate one, then pushed 
him. With the kind of mob psychology that has caused 
much of the world’s troubles, they derived great joy in 
the agony of others. 

John Murphy took as much of it as he could—then he 
fought back. He punched weakly at the biggest of his 
tormentors. It was a mistake. A well-directed punch 
struck John on the side of the head. He went down. He 
stayed down as they kicked and punched him even as 
he struggled to rise. Finally, one last kick landed on his 
bleeding mouth and he felt a black curtain fall over him. 
The tragedy of John Murphy was complete. 

That night, young Murphy's mother was disturbed 
more by the grim silence of her son, the strange look in 
his eyes, than by the cut mouth and the blackened face 
that was one massive bruise. A wild light shone from 
somewhere deep and it frightened her. Before he went 
to bed that night, without eating, he told her, “They've 
hurt me for the last time. No one will ever hurt me 
again—/ swear it!” 

No one has. For on that day the life of John Murphy, 
a thin, frightened boy who had been dealt a tragic blow 
by fate, underwent a startling transformation. From it 
emerged the personality of "Skull" Murphy, one of 
wrestling's most feared, hated and capable villains. The 
dreadful scars that disfigured the mental and physical 
boyhood of Murphy have turned the man into a thing 
of hate and vengeance. During the two interviews this 
writer had with Murphy, he had a constant feeling of 
revulsion that amounted to fear. It was a terrifying ex- 
perience to have to sit next to this violent man and talk 
with him, not sure at any time whether he would burst 
into a rage. 

We met him the first time at Boxing Illustrated’s photo 
studio in Manhattan. Murphy was tying his wrestling 
shoes when we entered. He didn't even look up. When 
we were introduced, I didn't dare offer to shake hands— 
I had to use it to write with. I just waved amiably. 
Murphy nodded shortly and looked about ready to spit 
on the floor. 

He's big, all right, six feet even and 243 muscular 
pounds. It was obvious that this was a weight-trained 
physique; you can always tell. The muscles are better- 
shaped, more classic, and usually bigger than those of 
the non-weight trained wrestler. I started things off by 
mentioning this, hoping to warm him up a little. 

"Sure, I'm a lifter," said Murphy, his infamous skull 
glistening under the harsh lights of the studio. “I got to 
the point where I could press 300 pounds and clean and 
jerk 350. I only weighed 225 then." х 

I told him that for a non-competitive lifter, those were 
the best lifts Га ever heard of. He didn’t smile but I sus- 
pected that he liked the compliment. “I could have been 
the champion if I'd trained for it," he admitted. 

“What, about Yukon Eric," I asked, “—he’s supposed 
to be the strongest man in wrestling, not counting Paul 
Anderson, the former world champion weight lifter." 

"Pm stronger than Eric, who is no lifter," Murphy 
said contemptuously, “апа any time he wants to have a 
contest, I’ll spot him twenty pounds in each lift!” He 
hesitated a moment. “And that makes me the strongest 
man in wrestling!—including Paul Anderson! Why? Be- 
cause he’s no wrestler. He’s like Haystack Calhoun—he 
just stands around and lets guys bounce off him. That’s 
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Murphy, who is ап enormously powerful man, whips 
200-pound hero, Enrique Torres, around like a child. 


wrestling? Hah!" А 
I must admit this fellow is a fascinating character— 


provided you have the guts to talk with him. When he 
talks, the thing you notice most is the fact that the voice 
emanating from this bulky, fabulously strong body with 
its frightening head, is deceptively soft and harmless 
sounding. There's still a slight—and oddly attractive— 
brogue to it, because Skull Murphy was born in Cork, 


Enrique Torres tries to kick Murphy back to canvas as 
he applies pressure to painful leg-split in N. Y. bout. 


Ireland, 28 years ago. This makes him ten years or so 
younger than he looks in the ring. His parents emigrated 
to Canada when John was eight. 

After talking to him about this and that for fifteen 
minutes I finally asked him the question I had been 
dodging from the beginning. Was he sensitive about it 
after all this time? I wondered. “How’d you lose your 
hair, Skull?” у 

It didn’t seem to bother him a bit. “Scarlet fever,” he 
said, “when I was ten. That's when all the trouble started. 

It left me without any hair on my body except in two 
places—my armpits and—” 

I interrupted hastily, “The kids must have given you 
a hard time, ГЇЇ bet.” i 

His eyes went all glittery for a second. That’s when 
he told me about the incident with those three tough kids 
in Winnipeg. And now a strange thing happened. I felt 
my attitude toward Murphy changing. I began to feel 
the revulsion seep out of me. I began feeling sorry for 
him. 

He told me how it was after the fight. How, on that 
fateful night he made a decision that changed his life. 
"I told my mother nobody was ever going to bother me 
again, and I meant it," said Murphy. “The next day I sent 
for a set of weights; got them on the installment plan 
and worked like a dog to pay for them. For the next three 
months I did two things—I trained every day with the 
weights, and I avoided my enemies like poison. I ran 
like hell when they came around. They got a lot of fun 
out of it. What they didn't know was that I was now 
running for a different reason! 
` “I had a couple of pretty tough grownup friends who 
Worked with my father. I swore them to secrecy and we 
began working out together—boxing and wrestling. Before 
long a very remarkable thing happened.” 

At this point, Skull Murphy looked over my head and 
into space. As the recollection of the "remarkable thing" 
took place, his face became very hard and the muscles 
in his huge arms bunched up as he clenched his fists. 

“One day I took on my friends, one at a time. It was 
just before my 17th birthday. I threw both of them at 
wrestling, and when we boxed, I knocked both of them 


off their feet. They never worked out with me after that. 


I had gained thirty pounds, up to 180, and I could lift 
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Skull admits that he'll try anything he thinks he сап get 
away with, He does his best to choke Al Costello. 


200 pounds overhead. It was time.” 

The kind of mind that resides in the head of Skull 
Murphy is shown by this frightening fact. “While I was 
training and gaining weight, I made sure it wouldn’t be 
noticeable to my enemies by wearing clothes a couple 
sizes too big. By appearing to be baggy, І looked as 
skinny as I did before.” 

Anyway, next day John Murphy went to school as 
usual. And he started home as usual. However, during 
the day he had made a point of sneering ever so slightly 
in the direction of one of his three main enemies—the 
ones who had administered that terrible beating which 
changed the course of his life. 

They followed him home. This time, when he came to 
the alley, he didn’t try to escape. He just turned and 
waited for them. They were a little surprised. 

The people of Winnipeg’s slums still talk about that 
fight. It attracted people for blocks around, and nobody 
tried to stop it. It's a good thing for them they didn't. It 
was summer, this time, and before John Murphy started 
to fight he removed his outer jacket. Beneath, he wore 
a tight-fitting T-shirt. For one long instant, the three 
hoods stared at him, at the rippling muscles that bulged 
beneath the shirt; at the strong arms that were no longer 
the size of pipe stems. But mostly they stared at the 
new look in John Murphy's eyes. And now they were 
afraid. 

He had them against the wall in that dead-end alley. 
They couldn't escape. He worked on all three at once, 
and the surprise and fury of the attack helped to win 
the battle. He smashed their heads together, revelling in 
the sound of bone meeting bone. John punched their 
noses flat, and knocked out their teeth. The flowing blood 
made him happy and their moans were symphonies to 
his ears. At last, when they were all flat on the ground 
he stood above them, breathing heavily, and then he spit 
on them, one at a time, and walked away. There was a 
cheer from the crowd when he left. 3 

He didn’t acknowledge the cheer. Не merely said to 
himself, “They didn’t help me before, when I needed 
them. The same ones must have seen the other fight, 
when I almost got killed. Why didn’t they yell then? 
Now I’m the winner and they cheer me. To hell with 
them!—to hell with them all!” (continued on page 72) 
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FRED BLASSIE 
Kingpin of the Solid South 


ENSACOLA, FLORIDA HAS REASON to remem- 
ber two earthshaking events: the great hurricane of 
1926 and the night Fred Blassie defeated Farmer Powell. 
Both shook Pensacola to its foundations. Although the 
city now can protect itself fairly well against hurricanes, 
it still has no defense against Fred Blassie, and they’re 
afraid he may come back. Я 
“I took a worse beating than Pensacola,” Fred says, 
as he parted his platinum blonde liair to reveal a long 
jagged scar. "Tore the scalp half off," Blassie recalled, 


.*—]ucky it wasn't the whole head. An iron chain is a 


terrible thing to get slugged with!” 

It was a mighty dramatic affair, because the U. S. Navy 
got into the act. “I’d just licked Farmer Powell, a good 
wrestler who was well liked by the crowd. Naturally the 
fans got on me. They were unusually noisy that night, 
which made me mad. I must have yelled a few uncom- 
plimentary things back at them.” Fred looks blankly 
innocent when telling about it. “Well, the Navy planes 
were having a field day outside and they kept flying low, 
right over the auditorium—made a hell of a racket. Things 
reached a climax after I climbed out of the ring and 
headed for the dressing room. A bunch of fans rose up 
like a tidal wave and blocked the aisle. 

“I can take care of myself pretty well against knives, 


fists, bottles and such. But this one character surprised 


me. As I passed he raised his fist to slug me. I set myself 
to ward off the punch, as usual. But instead of swinging 


at my jaw, he brought his arm down, as though swinging ' 


a hammer. Out of his hand came a length of jack chain— 


Big Fred can drive a crowd wild 
by simply changing the expres- 
sion on his face. And when it 
comes to straight wrestling, few 
men in the world are his equal. 


BY AL GERONEMUS 


and he could really swing!" Blassie rubs the top of his 
head. “Не hit me twice and I thought I'd been beheaded. 
Then the guards rushed in and grabbed him. I made it 
to the dressing room under my own power, then I passed 
out cold. They put 18 stitches in my head right there 
on that dressing room table." 

One Pensacola sports writer, who knows about such 
things, claims it was all the fault of those low flying 
airplanes. “There is a thing called noise fatigue," he says, 


*and then there is just the opposite—noise excitement. . 


Certain noises can rile a mob and make them go berserk. 
Those shrieking jet planes, together with the normal ex- 
citement of the wrestling match, brought things to a 
head. Blassie's head!" 

It doesn't always take low-flying airplanes to make 
people throw things at Fred Blassie, the Deep South's 
answer to Nikita Khruschev. This veteran wrestler, a 
barrel-chested six-footer weighing 230, has been knifed 
a total of six times, and he can show all six scars; he 
has been crowned with multiple blunt objects, including 
a 2 x 4 plank. Once a fairly decent sort of a guy, Blassie 
got sick of the adulation of the autograph hunters and 
found his personality suffering. He began getting a 
nervous stomach from smiling so much when he didn't 
really feel like smiling at all. Ё ; 

“A few years ago I started being myself,” he con- 
fessed. “For some reason it made the fans hate me. And 
I began hating them right back. It makes them happy, 
though and, frankly, it makes me and the president of 
my bank happy, too.” (continued on next page) 
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Blassie catches opponent by the throat and prepares to heave 
him across ring. Fred was then bombarded with rotten eggs. 


Fred Blassie has been happy for several years now. 
And with good reason. He is without a doubt the kingpin 
of wrestling in the Deep South. Probably no conversa- 
tion involving wrestling or wrestlers, taking place between 
Atlanta and Paducah, ends without mention of Blassie's 
name. The wrestling business south of Virginia is unthink- 
able without him. 

A lot has been said about Fred Blassie. Some of it 
can’t be published here, some can. They tell how he 
came roaring out of St. Louis, Missouri, considerably 
more than a dozen years ago, with the ambition to become 
the best-liked and best wrestler in the world, with a good 
stock of trade tricks to back him up, and proud of the 
fact that he and Lou Thesz had been taught by the same 
man, the great George Tragos. As а matter of fact, Blassie 
and Thesz, both of whom are Hungarians, grew up in the 
same neighborhood in St. Louis and have been close 
friends ever since. In Fred’s opinion, Thesz is the greatest 
wrestler, not only of our day, but of all time. “Because 
he is accustomed to the modern style as well as the 
classical catch-as-catch-can, Lou would have beaten 
Gotch, Londos and Lewis,” insists Blassie. 

A number of wild stories about Fred have, through 
the years, been dropped over the transom. Such as: 
Blassie was a four-letter man at St. Louis University; 
he signed contracts with both the Chicago Bears and 
Green Bay Packers to play pro football after a monu- 


Tossed from ring by infuriated opponent, Blassie takes 
count from referee Ray Gunkel. Fred came back fo win. 


Blassie tries to strangle Don McIntyre while ref 
threatens to disqualify him. He released hold. 


mental college career; he knocked down a Nazi bomber 
by flinging a wrench at it; he was a successful heavy- 
weight boxer before entering the ring without gloves. 

The truth is amazing enough without going overboard. 
Fred would have been a successful fighter, had not Jack 
Dempsey talked him out of it. He saw Fred half kill 
some guy in a Golden Gloves Tournament when Fred 
was only 16. You've got a punch like a Missouri mule,” 
said Dempsey, "only your arms are too short. The pros 
will murder you. You like to wrestle—so wrestle!” 

So Fred wrestled, with historic results, although it does 


bother him somewhat, the fact that Rocky Marciano,: 


with no more reach than he, went on to become heavy- 
weight champion of the world. 

As for all that college jazz, Blassie laughs. “I don't 
know what dreamy-eyed publicity agent vomited that up, 
but the fact is, I was a butcher." Many people think he 
still is—only now he's traded animals for men! “Yes,” 
Fred goes on, “I was a good high school football player, 
and I did get signs of interest from a couple of pro ball 
clubs—but only signs; there was never any actual signing." 

Among other nice things about Fred are these mo- 
ments of truth that pop out during an interview. Too 
many public figures, whether wrestlers, boxers or quiz 
show winners, bow to the whims of publicity mongers 
and get their lives fouled up on paper. Obviously Fred 
Blassie wants to set the record straight. 


“The bigger attraction you are—well, the more stories 
people tell about you. I guess after a while some of the 
guys begin to believe the stuff. Maybe even I did myself 
at one time. But no more. As some guy once said, if you 
don't tell lies, you don't have so much to remember! 

The truth—and Fred loves to remember it—is that he 
is the official and genuine Southern Heavyweight Cham- 
pion. He earned the title legally and spectacularly when 
he nearly disemboweled Don McIntyre in Birmingham, 
Alabama. (continued on page 72) 


Enraged by boos and catcalls which greefed his en- 
trance into ring, Blassie offers to take on whole crowd. 


Referee shakes threatening finger at villain Blassie after he knocked the 
wind out of opponent Don Mcintyre by kicking him in the sotmach. 


"I Protect The Wrestlers 


S JOHNNY VALENTINE STUMBLED OUT ої | 
the ring, victim of a Don Curtis drop kick, a swarthy | 
little man left his ringside seat апа ran toward the fallen 
wrestler. The few people who noticed this sudden un- 
expected action thought he was a doctor or friend of 
Johnny’s. + 
Bill Jones knew otherwise. As fast as the football back | 
he had once been, Jones heaved his 210 pounds at the 
little man, whose eyes glinted strangely, and seized him 
in a judo hold that even Tokyo Joe would have envied. 
“Take him out—quietly,” Bill said to a uniformed special 
cop who moved in a split second later. 
“What'd he have, glass?” the cop asked. “Thought I = 
saw it flash.” З | 
Jones gave him a quick look at the object he held in | 
his big powerful hand. It was a paring knife with half ` 
the razor-sharp blade filed off. It could have slit Valen- 
tine's jugular vein in a half second. | 
The knife artist got off with a warning never to be 
seen in the arena again. Valentine was not even told 
about the incident. And as for Bill Jones, chief of 
Washington, D. C.’s Metropolitan Detective Agency, 
he resumed his position beside the ring—and waited for 
the next incident—which was sure to come at any moment. 
"That's when the trouble comes," says Jones. “Every ў 
time a wrestler gets down onto the floor—among the fans | 
—he’s in terrible danger. It's my job 10 see he doesn’t . 
get hurt.” 3 
It’s quite a job. ВШ has over a score of uniformed 
helpers—ex-cops, future cops and college ball players— 
to assist him in one of the toughest assignments in 
sports. Bill and his boys work the Uline and Capitol 
Arenas in Washington and, as of this writing, have an 
] almost perfect record. That is to say, no wrestler has as 


Bill Jones’ trained eyes scan crowd for . yet been killed while being protected by Bill Jones! But 
signs of unrest as a girl bout is about several came mighty close to it. And so has Bill himself. 
to begin at Washington's Uline Arena. The fans know why he's there, including the psycho- 


pathic fans—about one percent—whose ambition in life it 
is to maim, injure or even kill a wrestler. If they fail, 
they’d just as soon get Jones. 

The ruggedly handsome cop is not a wrestler but rather, 
a confirmed fan. “I’d be at the matches anyway,” Бе: 
laughs, "зо why not get paid for it?" His Metropolitan 
Detective Agency won the franchise for this very exacting 
job because of its enviable record in all other forms of. 
detective work. 

“You learn a lot about psychology, about people, 
doing this kind of work.” Jones’ level blue eyes show 
a lot about his own strong character as he talks. “You 


In the ring is 


get to be able to sense trouble before it happens. The 
expression on a fan's face; a couple of leather-jacket 
boys who put their heads together as a wrestler walks 
by; a woman who reaches into her handbag at the wrong 
time—you get so you see these things out of the corner 
of eyour eyes—and you're right there when the trouble 
starts. My men are trained to look for the unusual—and 
what’s unusual to them would be unnoticeable to most 
people. I:guess that’s why we're here.” 

The slogan of the Metropolitan Detective Agency is, 
“No Job Too Big or Too Small.” Saving the lives of the 
wrestlers is a pretty big job. Everyone of them is awfully 
glad Bill Jones is watching from outside the ring. - 


> mer ° 


Jones, lower left, rests alongside 
one of his officers between falls. 
Gene 


1/7 


Jones, center, makes sure nobody in crowd lays a hand on Abe Jacobs. 


* теп stand 


Stanlee. 


Jones and his 


between Olga 
Zepeda and 
crowd as she 
tries to regain 
her balance 
outside the 
ring. 
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FROM MORRIS SHAPIRO TO THE 


Young Morris Shapiro was getting nowhere as 
plain Morris Shapiro, professional wrestler. 


$o, using his great natural strength and 


flair for showmanship, he underwent 


a strange transformation. 


Ix A LARGE MID-WEST ARENA, the main wres- 
tling bout of the evening was about to begin. But first 
there was a pause, while two attendants carried a large 
anvil, a heavy rope, a sledge hammer and a nail-studded 
board into the ring. Following the attendants was a short, 
powerfully-built man. The ring announcer barked: 
“Introducing the world’s strongest man—The Mighty 
Atlas!” 

The sturdy one, who appeared to weigh over 200, 
but who stood only about 5 feet 7, bowed to the tense 
crowd, then let his body down on the canvas his face 


28 In Arizona town twenty men fail to make Atlas unlock his hands during impressive pre-bout display of strength. 


T 


MIGHTY ATLAS „x zumanan 


pointed toward the ceiling. Gently, an assistant placed 
the two by two foot board with the jutting spikes against 
the man’s huge chest. On top of the board they set the 
heavy anvil. Then, as the crowd held its breath, a giant 
of a man brought a sledge hammer down with all his 
strength on the anvil. The blow rang through the big 
hall, and someone in the audience playfully took up 
the refrain of the “Anvil Chorus.” — ' 

After that, the Mighty Atlas rose to his feet, his chest 
unpierced by the spikes and unbroken by the sledge. 
Without acknowledging the thunderous applause, the 
powerful man spoke to the announcer. 

Twenty husky volunteers were called from the audi- 
ence. Only 16 came up, so four wrestlers were sum- 
moned from the dressing room. The heavy towrope was 
then knotted around the neck of the Mighty Atlas; five 
men lined up on either side of him and began tugging 
on the ends of the rope. After three minutes the 20 men 
were puffing from the exertion; as for Atlas, he yanked 
the knot loose and bowed to his audience. The applause 
was deafening. 

At the ringside, a writer snapped his fingers. Through- 
out the demonstration he had been wrinkling his fore- 

| 


Bed of spikes weighted down with anvil is slammed with hammer. 
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head and tapping his cheek. “I got it!" he cried to his 
photographer companion, “That guy is from Brooklyn— 
I interviewed him when I was a cub reporter on the old 
Eagle, about ten years ago. Well, ГІЇ be damned— 
Morris Shapiro!” 

And Morris Shapiro it was, in the flesh. Just a run- 

of-the-mill wrestler for years, he had acquired plenty 
of skill and strength, but he got nowhere. He was too 
colorless, his friends told him. He didn’t have the looks 
and dynamism of a Gene Stanlee, or the natural fire and 
fury of a Rocca. “You ought to quit wrestling, Morrie,” 
advised his friends. “You ought to become a professional 
strong man, like your father was in Russia.” 
: Morrie had thought about it. Here it was 1950 and 
it was high time he had fulfilled his father's faith in him. 
The old man, before leaving Europe, had toured the 
Continent as a strong man, giving exhibitions of strength 
that afforded him a good living. After the turn of the 
century he migrated to New York, where Morris was 
born during the first world war. 

In the New World, the elder Shapiro found that his 
Strong man stunts were not appreciated. Unless you 
were the Great Sandow or Goerner, the public didn't go 
for muscles except on boxers and heavyweight wrestlers. 
So the muscular Russian went back to the trade he'd 
learned as a boy. He became the strongest tailor in the 
world. And he passed on his love for strength and health 
to his young son, Morris. 

In the dressing room of the Mighty Atlas, the reporter 
who had worked on the Brooklyn Eagle found Morris 
Shapiro slipping into his street clothes. His shoulders are 
so broad that he must have his clothes specially tailored. 
He seemed pleased that the reporter remembered him. 


“All this time you were just an ordinary wrestler, 
Morrie,” said the writer. *Now you're famous—and about 
five times stronger than anybody ever suspected. How 
come?” 

Shapiro laughed. “I’m no stronger than I ever was. 
Only now people see me do those strongman stunts, so 
they think I’ve got extra muscles or something. Nope— 
I've just got extra money!" 

He told about his friends’ advice, how they had sug- 
gested he quit wrestling and become a circus strong man. 
But talking to booking agents had discouraged this idea. 
He would have starved inside of a month. Morrie had 
resigned himself to a few more years of second-rate 
wrestling bookings, then—who knows, “—Maybe I could 
become a tailor like my old man!” 

But a smart promoter in Portland, Oregon changed 
the course of his life. At the Y.M.C.A. gym the pro- 
moter had seen Morrie perform a few impromptu feats 
of strength with barbells. He easily lifted much more than 
the local champion. Among other things he had let a 
200-pound man leap onto his abdomen as he lay between 
a set of parallel bars! 

“Y'know, Morrie,” said the promoter, thoughtfully, 
“if you were to do some of those stunts before you wrestle, 
it might attract some attention. Everybody's got some 
sort of gimmick—why not you?" 

Morrie thought of Gorgeous George and his valet and 
perfume; he thought of Tony Rocca and his bare feet, 
the various Lords with their monocles and stiff upper 
lips. He snapped his fingers. "That's it!” 

It was, for sure. Through the years, Morrie had trained 
with his father at home, learning the various stunts that 
the older Shapiro had performed so successfully through- 


The Mighty Atlas is caught in the hold which is his own specialty—the full nelson. He broke loose moments later. 


Atlas, facing camera, tries to twist out of choke hold. 


out Europe. It had kept the father young and had built 
the son into one of the world’s strongest men. Now it 
would pay off. 

After his next road trip—this was in 1949—Morrie went 
home to Brooklyn and developed, in secret, the new idea. 
He worked on the old stunts his father had taught him 
and invented new ones. Before long, he had a repertoire 
of feats of strength that he could vary from time to time, 
and all would create a sensation, he was certain. But 
he also had to make sure nobody could duplicate them. 
Throughout his career he had been a mean man in the 
ring, one of the worst villains. There would surely be 
challengers who would try to show him up. So Morrie 
kept practicing. 

One day in 1950, Morrie Shapiro disappeared from 
the wrestling rings of America. In his stead there appeared 
a man who looked like Morrie Shapiro, wrestled like 
Morrie Shapiro, and collected Morrie Shapiro’s pay- 
checks. The man was called the “Mighty Atlas” and 
the checks were far bigger than before—three times big- 
ger, іп fact—than any he'd ever collected as plain Morris 
Shapiro of Brooklyn. 

“And that,” he told the ex-Eagle writer, “ is the story.” 

Bu that’s not the whole story. In the ten years since 
the Mighty Atlas first made his appearance, he has been 


(continued on page 75) 
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His whole body strains as he snaps a manila rope. ді 


Here are some FACTS about achieving better health. 


€ You don't need expensive equipment or heavy weights. 
ө You need not join a health club or gymnasium. 


@ You can increase your muscular power and feel like a new person by exer- 
cising your body right in the privacy of your own home—inexpensively and 
FAST. 
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With this completely new conception in Physical Culture equipment— 
THE HEALTH HORSESHOE. Here is Power in a Capsule, an invention 
that, pound for pound, dollar for dollar, is the finest body devel- y 
oper ever devised. Use it according to instructions, faithfully, 

a few minutes EVERY day, and prove to yourself how much 


f 
better you can feel. Hi " ONY 
ul 


The new HEALTH HORSESHOE is so compact you can y 
carry it with you anywhere . . . in a briefcase to work so " 
that you can exercise during lunchtime . . . So rugged it Р 

will last a lifetime . . . So inexpensive anyone can own it. ae лоб 
Exercise the neglected ‘‘pulling muscles” of your back and arms and give yourself 
a trim, vital upper body together with new HEALTH to glory in. 
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ORDER NOW 
ONLY $8.50 


Better Health Institute, Dept. ВІ-4 
31 Union Square, West—Room 501 
New York 3, New York 


Please rush me your new HEALTH HORSESHOE. | enclose $8.50 plus 50 cents 
shipping charges. A total of $9.00. 


Name 


Address 


State 


City —. no. Zone 

All orders filled within 3 days after receipt. 

Satisfaction guaranteed. Sorry, МО COD’s accepted. 
з, = 


ji TOLOS BROTHERS, one of the most explosive 
duets in wrestling, have been compared with a lot of 
things, including a runaway atomic pile; a two-stage moon 
rocket; the Khan brothers, Kubla and Ghengis; a set of 
duelling pistols; and one of Jerry Graham’s bad dreams. 
But to most wrestling fans the Tolos boys, John and 
Chris, can’t be compared with anything on earth except 
each other! Seen in the ring, as they are in these superb 
action photos, these demoniacal masters of hatred make 
up a quarter-ton of the most unadulterated mayhem since 
Jack the Ripper. With a pair of the most impressive 
physiques in wrestling, the Tolos’s each carry 240 pounds 
of muscle completely devoid of fat, unlike many another 
super-heavyweight. In addition they are both expert 
wrestlers. All of which makes these young (29 and 30) 
combatants a deadly force to be reckoned with by all other 
wrestlers, both individual and tag team—and by all audi- 
ences. Because the Tolos brothers aren’t particular: They 
hate everybody! —continued 
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Even those who enjoy 
watching villainous 
wrestlers find the 
Tolos boys hard to take. 


John holds down Luis Torres while 
brother Chris delivers knee drop. 


CHRIS, RIGHT, AND JOHN TOLOS 


Luis Martinez is stretched out on floor by John Tolos. 
To get added leverage, John reaches for Chris’ hand. 


Chris, left, and John do their best fo tear Luis Mar- 
finez apart. Moments later the referee saved Luis. 


Usually the Tolos brothers so overwhelm their op- 
ponents that the victims have no chance to counter- 
attack. Here, however, an enraged Luis Martinez 
goes after John. Below: John, jubilant after win. 


Then exercise with the sensational 


ТЕЛ Че ER 


e Scientifically Designed 


e A real Challenge 
to your MANLINESS 


HOW IT WORKS 


Unlike weights, cables and other forms of exercises, the 
great new GIANT KRUSHER works the muscles and ten- 
dons hidden deep in the chest and shoulders—the real 
POWER muscles so vital to complete body development 
and STRENGTH. But the KRUSHER must be used with com- 
plete regularity in order for you to enjoy its full benefits. 
If you use it faithfully the results will amaze you and you 
will use it for years and years to come. This remarkable 
piece of equipment is made of heavy metal with oil- 
tempered springs and wood handles for firm gripping. 
You will agree with us that the GIANT KRUSHER was built 
to last A LIFETIME. 


І Better Health Institute, Dept. B-5 

І 31 Union Square West—Room 501, 

І New York 3, New York 

І Please rush me your amazing GIANT KRUSHER. | enclose $8.50 
І plus 50 cents shipping charges. А total of $9.00. 

І Мате. 


IM^ ddres eoe ee eee 

|| (gie Zone: States er Do 
І 
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All orders filled within 3 days after receipt. Sorry, NO COD orders accepted. B di 3 


{+ wrestling is 3000 years old, this gag 
is 2900. One fellow asks, What hap- 
pens to old wrestlers?’ and the other 
answers, "Nothing — they're still wres- 
tling.” 

Don't believe it. Just as baseball has 
its Satchel Paiges and Country Slaugh- 
ters, wrestling has a few grand old 
men who were working in prelims dur- 
ing the twilight years of Strangler Lewis. 
They are as respected as they are rare. 
And some are still mighty fine wrestlers. 

But wrestling today is a sport for 
young men. Wrestlers have changed 
even as wrestling itself has changed in 
the postwar era. It is a fast sport and a 
thinking sport. Swift reflex actions are 
needed, with reaction time reduced to 
zero. As a result, we see the rise of more 
and more stars and super-stars such as 


those shown on these pages. —continued 
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ABE JACOBS, New Zealand 


DUKE HOFFMAN, Buffalo, New York RED BASTINE, Bottineau, North Dakota 


PEPPER GOMEZ, Los Angeles, . California 


THE CHAMPIONS OF TOMORROW 


Where did these young wrestlers 
come from? Name a place — the West 
Coast, Texas, Canada, New York, New 
Zealand — they come from all over the 
world. Not one of them can be consid- 
ered a "grunt-and-groaner" of the old 
school. Intelligent and dignified, most 
have been amateur champions in col- 
lege or AAU tournaments, many have 
diplomas, and all bring class to their 
sport. 

What can they expect from their 
chosen profession? Plenty — if they're 
willing to give plenty in return. Each of 
the young men pictured here is cham- 
pionship material, each has given a 
good account of himself with the cur- 
rent champion or contenders, and each 
has an excellent chance of some day 
wearing the coveted championship belt. 
But more important: Each is a credit to 
wrestling. 


EMILE DUPRE, Canada 


DON CURTIS, Buffalo, New York 
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І. WAS A HOT AUGUST NIGHT 


in North Texas. The most exciting 
thing that had happened in nearly 
three hours was the knifing of a ranch 
foreman by a drunken cowboy. In 
Texas, routine things like that can get 
pretty boring — especially since the 
foreman was sure to recover and the 
cowboy saved the state money by 
committing suicide. 

But around ten o’clock that same 
evening things started to pick up. A 
terrifying scream erupted from a large 
building on the Amarillo Fair 
Grounds. From one of the doors sud- 
denly plummetted a frightful-looking 
figure. It was that of a half-naked 
man, blood streaming down his face 
from an ugly head wound. Close 
behind him there streaked another 
man, also ptactically nude and wield- 
ing a wooden club in his hand. He 
chased his horrified victim into the 
darkness and some grisly unknown 
fate. Behind the two, a few mildly 
interested witnesses turned and van- 
ished back into the interior of the 
building. Quiet fell once again over 
North Texas. 

A typical wrestling match—Texas 
Style—had ended. The defeated wrest- 
ler, furious at what he considered a 
“fast count” and foul tactics, had 
chased his conqueror out of the arena, 
waving a chair leg for a club. 

No, this sort of thing is not the 
result of an eastern dude’s three-day 
drunk, пог a sports writer's wild im- 
agination let loose to hit upon a 
smash opening for his story. It hap- 
pened exactly that way and there are 
pictures to prove it. In fact, that sort 
of thing happens almost nightly some- 
where in our second largest state. 
What it all means is that wrestling in 
Texas is something so distinctive that 
it can be found nowhere else in the 


world. It is, in fact, almost beyond 
description. In an attempt to try to 
capture the full flavor of this bizarre, 
sometimes weird form of legalized 
murder, WRESTLING REVUE dis- 
Patched a team of reporters and 
photographers to Texas. They re- 
mained there three weeks, busily 
recording everything they saw. The 
result in this special section. 

It was a busy and hectic three 
weeks for our team. They watched 
(among other things) a wrestler try- 
ing to strangle his opponent between 
the ropes until a pulmoter was ap- 
plied to prevent death; A wrestler 
break into an ambulance containng 
the battered body of his near-dead 
victim and, reviving him with a slap 
across the face, knock out the 
vehicle's rear window, wreck its in- 
terior and resume the battle out on 
the street. Our team watched in 
amazement bouts between men and 
women; midgets and men; midgets 


and women; midgets-and men and. 


women; men and bears; wrestlers, 
referees and timekeepers! 

In this Special Section we try to 
give you some idea of what rasslin’, 
Texas Style, really is. First, though, 
you'll have to prepare yourself. For 
what wrestling fans in other parts of 
the world are familar with has nothing 
whatsoever in common with what 
Texans are treated to in their wrest- 
ling rings. To a Texas fan all other 
forms of wrestling is sissy stuff. 

When asked what he thought of 
such eastern stars as Kowalski, Eric, 
Jonathan, Curtis, Lewin, Buddy 
Rogers and Antonino Rocca, a griz- 
zled, gun-toting deputy sheriff squirted 
a three-foot jet of tobacco juice into 
a handy cuspidor and adjusted the 
six-shooter slung under his armpit. 
“Christamighty, that bare-foot galoot, 


Rocco, came down here one time and 
flew around like a wounded prairie 
chicken. We laughed him all the way 
back to N’York. We got men down 
here, Sonny, and anybody comes 
down here t’rassle them had better be 
men themselves!” 

That’s about the size of it. In a 
rootin’-shootin’ rough-'em-up-coun- 
try where superb athletes like Anto- 
nino Rocca are called sissies, you’ve 
got to be able to carry not only your 
own weight, but the weight of three 
other guys. In Texas, the villains are 
condoned, and the rougher they are 
the better they like 'em. Bull Curry, 
hated from Boston to Beverly Hills 
by all decent people, is a popular guy 
in Texas. Ripper Leone runs him a 
close second, and the Kangaroo tag 
team will attract a far bigger crowd 
than, say, a popular northern team 
like Don Curtis and Mark Lewin. 

It isn't hard to analyze the reasons 
for this. Civilization tends to soften a 


.man. His belly gets softer, and his 


laws get harder. There is more civil- 
ization in industrial country than in 
cattle country. Whatever is left of the 
wild frontier is in Texas and along 
its borders. There the sons of the 
pioneers, cattle rustlers, outlaws and 
Squatters, prospectors and roughneck 
oil men, still have the rough edges 
left over from their tough ancestors. 
They work hard and they play hard. 
They're real men and they respect 
men who are real. 

And so Texas is a way of life in 
itself—and it includes a brand of 
wrestling that is as rugged as Texans 
themselves. If you never get to see it 
you'l be missing a healthy slice of 
life. We saw it, and we're happy to 
share it with you on these pages. 


—continued 


Girls Go 


Berserk 


In Texas 


Gi WRESTLING IS BETTER in Texas than 
anywhere else in the world. Put two girls into a Texas 
ring and something frightening happens to them. They 
become raging harpies bent on one another's destruction. 
In other places, say Columbus or Boston, they merely 
want to disfigure each other. And that's bad enough. But 
in Texas— . 

Why do these usually attractive women, some of whom 
have right pleasing personalities and a Debbie Reynolds 
charm, act like female ferrets once they get in front of 
a bunch of cowboys? 

It's simple. The same thing that happens to men wres- 
tlers happens to the girls. Because the same audience de- 
mands that their work be a little bit better, a little bit 
rougher, a little bit bloodier. The fans in Texas apply 
the same tough standards to all wrestlers, male or female. 
As а result the ladies know they must put out twice as 
much energy, ferocity and spitefulness to get back half 
the acclaim. 


The amazing Judy Grable, a beautifully-built blond, catches 
Fabulous Moolah squarely in the face with high drop kick. 
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Rita Cortez, right, falls hard after landing terrific 
drop kick on Fabulous Moolah during bout іп Amarillo. 


“I like to work in Texas,” Judy Grable told us. “It 
gives me a chance to really let my hair down and get rid 
of nervous energy.” 


Slave Girl Moolah, sewing a tear in her leotard nearby, 
nodded in agreement. “These Texans are rough boys and 
they like their women to be the same. That’s why we 
average a dozen marriage proposals every time we come 
down here.” 

“—And a hundred propositions,” added Judy. “Both 
make us feel good.” 

Apparently the girls make those Texans feel good, too. 
These photos show why. 


—continued 
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Nell Stewart swings Moolah high into the air with a flying 
scissors before slamming her down on mat during team bout. 
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Judy Grable's spectacular flying head scissors, her 
specialty, about to catapult Moolah across the ring. 


Judy Grable rides Rita Cortez around the ring 
jockey style, covering her eyes as they move. 


—continued 
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In Texas rings all wrestlers, women as well as men, are forced to extend 
themselves to the utmost to please the fans. It is expected of them and 
everybody knows it. Top stars are Rita Cortez and Fabulous Moolah, right. 


Fabulous Moolah, caught in a body scissors by Rita Cortez, is the “old 
pro” of lady wrestling in the U.S. For wrestling an average of three 
nights a week she earns about $25,000 yearly; calls it "а tough buck." 
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Rita Cortez, a beautiful, dark- 
haired Mexican, right, is very 
popular throughout Texas. She 
is a dazzling performer who 
darts around the ring like a 
tiger. Here she takes a punch 
from tough Moolah which 
spins her completely around. 
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durum ARE NO HALFWAY MEASURES in Texas 
—and that applies to charity. When ordinary people have 
a March of Dimes Fund drive, they just send out a bunch 
of letters, house to house solicitors, and ask for money. 
The Texans aren't satisfied with anything as simple as 
that. They insist on monkey business with their money 
business. Makes fund-raising fun. 

So they go to the wrestling matches and there they 
bid for the privilege of shoving a creamy pie smack in the , 
face of somebody they dislike. Someone like Dory Funk, 
| a sometimes villainous Texan. And if the villain wants 
| to bid high enough, he can throw a pie right back! 


This Texan outbid thirty others and paid $50 into the March of 
Dimes fund to clobber tough Joe Christy with juicy custard pie. 


Dory Funk, right,slugs big Danny Pleaches after Danny caught him 
in the face with a pie while Funk was acting as an official. 


—continued 


The State policeman, right, had no choice but to accept when Dory Funk, left, and Ray Gunkel bid $110 to do this. 49 


Picture at far 
right shows 
team of 

The Fabulous 
Kangaroos, Al 
Costello, left, 
and Roy Hef- 
fernan, after 
they were 
bombarded 
with fen pies. 
Photo nearright: 
A wrestler re- 
fused fo be hit 
unless his face 
was covered 
with a towel. 
The crowd 
razzed him. 
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All wrestlers dread "Ріе Night." But they do it, as Dan Pleaches does here, "for a good cause.” 
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This rather messy but profitable idea is the brainchild 
of Dr. Karl Sarpolis, Texas’ leading wrestling pundit. 
An intellectual, the Doc reasons that most people have 
a lot of tensions built up during a year of listening to 
their wives or rock ’n roll records or TV westerns. So 
once a year, why not release the safety valve by giving 
in to a suppressed urge or two—and pay for the privilege? 

So the people pay—and pay big—to heave a pie at 
Ripper Leone or the Kangaroos. And if the wrestlers 
feel they have a tension or two on their hands, they bid 
enough to lambast their most hated female heckler in 
the front row. And if you’ve never slammed a banana 
cream pie into the puss of a whining shrew of a woman 
—man, you ain’t lived! і 

So start living!—go to Texas. Only sharpen your aim 
and your crow quill; you’ll need one for the money and 
the other to go, man, 80! ө end 
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VERY CUSTARD PIE baked in Texas is a sort of 

testimonial to Dr. Karl Sarpolis. And every time leap- 

ing Antonino Rocca rams his size thirteen feet down the 

throat of some dastardly villain, the American wrestling 

public can thank University of Chicago graduate Karl 
Sarpolis (an MD turned wrestling promoter). 

Practically single-handedly, Sarpolis injected new life 
into a sport that threatened to roll over and die a decade 
ago. He did it by accomplishing one of the great promo- 
tional coups of the century . . . He brought Rocca to 
the U.S. 

It happened after Doc's friend, ex-wrestler Nick Elitch, 
discovered Antonino kicking the heads off numerous ath- 
letes down in Argentina. So impressed was Elitch that he 
called Sarpolis in Dallas and gave him a glowing word 
picture of the Argentina wonder. Immediately Doc's men- 
tal Geiger counter, which is particularly sensitive to gold 
and silver, began clicking like mad. It was still clicking 
when he told Elitch to get Rocca aboard the next Texas- 
bound transportation out of Argentina. 

What happened after that is history—also higher mathe- 
matics when it comes to adding up the Rocca profits. 
Sarpolis broke Rocca in perfectly, made him a big time 
hero, then shipped him up to St. Louis and promoter 
Tom Packs, who, Doc figured, could carry the ball from 
there. 

Most of Sarpolis' other feats have been less spectacular 
and confined to the great Southwest. They have brought 
a new look to wrestling rings from Galveston to Amarillo 
and from Phoenix to Denver. For example: there are the 
custard pies, and how they're used to blow off Texas steam 
and swell the March of Dimes fund. That's a Sarpolis 
brainchild. So are the controversial “mixed matches" as 
seen in Doc's sprawling territory (tag teams comprised 
of men and women). Not until Sarpolis conceived the 
idea of mixing men, women, midgets and referees all in 
the same ring at the same time did anybody even dream 
of such things. He also threw wrestlers into the ring with 
bears and—if he can convince the A.S.P.C.A. that the 
beast has a better than even chance—he's thinking of put- 
ting a man in against a 10-foot boa constrictor. 

As for the chicken wire, Doc sometimes strings it 
around the ring to prevent especially violent villains from 
getting at the audience and, as Doc says with a chuckle, 
“to keep these Texans away from the tough guys.” 

It's impossible to predict what Dr. Sarpolis will dream 
up next. After all, with all that education and built-in 
showmanship, Doc is wrestling's biggest one-two punch. 
And whatever it is, you can be sure it will be a wow and 
that Texans will approve of it. That's the way Karl Sar- 
polis does things—big, original and spectacular. e end 


Dallas, Texas; June, 1947—Anto- 
nino Rocca arrives in U.S. for the 
first time. Left to right: Nick Elitch, 
Dr. Karl Sarpolis and Rocca. Lit- 
Не girl is Sarpolis’ daughter. 
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EXAS WRESTLING is here to stay! That’s the 
4 word from all points of the compass as the slam- 
bang style of warfare practiced in the Lone Star State 
catches the eye and imaginations of fans everywhere. 
As the news spreads from New Orleans to Oklahoma 
City, from Albuquerque to Phoenix, more and more 
out-of-staters are pouring into the Texas arenas to see 
for themselves if its’ really true—and when they find that 
it is, only more so, they go home feeling like he-men 
themselves! That's what wrestling, Texas-style, does 
to you! 

Here's what those fans see: They see monsters like 
Bull Curry, who is nauseating enough in civilized areas 
like New York and Toronto, go absolutely berserk. He 
and his fellow villains, enraged by the riotous Texas 
audiences, tear the canvas of the ring to shreds, hurl 
fifty pound tables at one another and the officials, break 
down dressing room doors and actually attack the more 
obnoxious fans! And in the ring, the wrestlers put on 
contests never imagined in more sophisticated areas of 
the country. For sheer brutality and animal contention, 
nothing anywhere can rival Texas matches. 

Well, is. it good or is it bad? 

It’s not good; it’s great. As reported, the staff of 
WRESTLING REVUE made a special pilgrimage to 
Texas, just to find out. Our conclusions, in abbreviated 
form, follow: з 

Texans are tough, so that’s the way they want their 
wrestling. They respect courage—raw guts; that’s how 
wrestlers in Texas have to be. Let a man show a yellow 
streak, no matter how narrow, and he’ll be run out of 
town on a donkey. 

Aside from the general roughness of the audience, 
they need a rougher brand of entertainment than their 
softer eastern cousins because they have fewer outlets 
for entertainment “and recreation. When you've been 
riding fence for five days, or branding a bunch of bawling 
calves, and you get into town on Saturday night, you’re 
not about to go to a movie or a bowling alley. A man’s 
got to blow off steam! So he goes to the wrestling 
matches—and gets a helluva lot of tension, nerves and 
stuff off his chest. And the wilder the matches, the better. 
When it’s over he feels better, sort of relaxed and 
ready for another week’s work. 

If other parts of the country were to get a look at 
Rasslin’, Texas Style, people there might be a lot hap- 
pier and a lot healthier. But not everybody can just pick 
up and go to Texas. So WRESTLING REVUE tries to 
do the next best thing—bright a cross-section of Texas 
Rasslin’ to the rest of the country. See for yourself the 
crazy and wonderful things they do down there. It could 
be better for you than any tonic or any vitamin. 


—continued 53 
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Matches between teams of men and women were conceived by promoter 
Karl Sarpolis in 1952. They are extremely popular with Texas mat fans. 


" + 
' Anything goes in Texas! They 
e destroy rings, even whole arenas at 
. times. Here Ripper Leone, left, and 
* . Cowboy Carlson go to work on the 
canvas. A few minutes after 
picture was taken, the whole canvas 
covering was in shreds. 
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Greatest excitement in mixed-matches is created when the male half of a team 
rushes to the rescue of his mate. Often the girls will attack a male opponent. 


Ripper Leone, his face a mask of blood after being thrown from ring by Dory 
Funk, rips off a ring step and rushes toward Dory with murder in his eyes. 


—continued 55 
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Referee Tony Cosenza, a fine wres- 
tler himself, finds two brawling girls 
too hot to handle and loses his shirt 
in the process. Tony wound up dis- 
qualifying both female wildcats. 


Not even the fans are safe in Texas. 
Here an enraged Bull Curry mistakes 
the leg of a lovely female spectator 
for the leg of opponent Ari Nelson. 
Bull was jailed for attacking fan, 
later confessed "it was worth it." 


Bull Curry who, although despised 
by fans around the country for his 
wild tirades both in and out of the 
ring, is respected by Texans for 
being a real “he man.” Here Bull 
slams table on opponent Tokyo Joe. 
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Two of Texas’ most famous as 
well as popular stars are tough 
Dory Funk, right, and the adonis- 
like, clever Cowboy Carlson. 


Villain Nick Roberts tries to rip 
apart-Bob Geigel's mouth during 
a vicious match in Amarillo. 


Dory Funk, biggest 
moneymaker in Texas, 
sits in dressing room 
bloodied and completely 
exhausted after a bitter 
grudge match with 

arch rival Ripper Leone. 
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[ИЕ PLACE WAS Huntington Park Stadium, Los 

Angeles. The date: April, 1950. In one corner, a 
baby-faced youth strained to work the kinks from his 
rippling muscles by doing deep-knee squats and 
bending his body back and forth the way a foothall 
player does before going into a game. Suddenly the 
bell rang. The match began, and so did the profes- 
sional career of Don Arnold. 

His opponent that night was tough, experienced 
John Cretoria, a deep-chested villain with a Hitler- 
like reputation around Southern California. Ring- 
siders sensed the terrific pressure under which the 
newcomer labored and they knew what a tailor-made 
setup he was for old pro Cretoria. As they locked 
together in mid-ring: Cretoria made some remarks 
about “young amateur punks.” He also made threat- 
ening gestures with his club-like arms, then he 
turned to wink at the crowd. But John should have 
saved his energy for his young opponent. 


SKI НІ 


EEING HIS NAME for the first name on a mat 
program, you may think this is a Chinese wres- 
tler or a Judo expert. Actually Hiram (Ski Hi) Lee 
is as American as Bloody Kansas. A real live cow- 
boy who punched cattle for a living, Lee and his 
pretty wife keep their hand in the livestock business 
by running a very profitable ranch near Toronto, 
Canada. Toronto is a long way from Wyoming, 
where he grew up—and up and up until he reached 
a towering 6 feet 8 and a solid 300 pounds of muscle. 
He's so tall that he looks rangy despite all his weight. 
When he gets a hold on an opponent he envelops 
the guy. “It’s like being surrounded by an army,” 
said Pat O’Connor after Lee held him to a 90-minute 
draw in Montreal. 

Many a champion and former champion has been 
surrounded by Ski Hi, including the great Lou Thesz, 
who had to invent some new twists to disengage him- 
self from the snake-like Lee embrace. 

A mean character in the ring, and an ugly one 
as well, Ski is fairly amiable on the outside. Still, 
one always has an uneasy feeling when in his pres- 
ence. There is a reason for this, however. Explained 
Lee: “People, especially little guys, are always want- 


DON ARNOLD 


Cretoria thrust out his hand toward Arnold's head, 
which is all he can remember about that particular 
match. Like a striking cobra, Don grabbed the out- 
stretched arm, cross-buttocked Cretoria to the mat 
with ring-shaking impact, then pinned him. The 
crowd went wild, the promoter rubbed his hands to- 
gether in anticipation of what next weel?s show 
would draw with this new sensation in the main 
event. Don Arnold was an immediate, rip-roaring 
success. 

In the years since that memorable debut, the glit- 
tering halo still glows around the handsome head of 
San Diego-born Don Arnold. His yearly income 
(about $35,000) proves it, as does his ever-expand- 
ing network of fan clubs. 

A great college athlete (5 letter man at San Diego 
College), Don, who once held the world's weightlift- 
ing record (bench press), calls exercising with 
weights *the source of my strength." Those who 
have felt the crushing pressure of his headlock and 
body scissors call him “unbelievably strong.” 

Happily married, father of two, 240-pound power- 
house Don Arnold gets his relaxation on the golf 
course (shoots in the low 70's), swimming and, be- 
lieve it or not, sculpturing. 
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ing to fight me. Of course they don’t give me much 
trouble, but it’s kind of tough at times for me to con- 
trol my temper and keep from hurting ’em. I wish I 
knew what they were trying to prove by picking on 
me.” > 
Probably that Ski Hi Lee is human after all, some- 
thing that seems quite doubtful after watching him 
mangle an opponent. He hits victims as hard as he 
once hit the mavericks he branded at roundup time 
—and that’s hard! And he doesn’t need a rope to 
hog-tie wrestlers. Barring top stars like Thesz, 
O'Connor and Kowalski, the men Lee faces in the 
ring can’t seem to unwind after absorbing just a 
little of Ski’s treatment, and after a little more, they 
require help to get back to the dressing room. ' 

All this keeps Ski Hi Lee in great demand by pro- 
moters, fans and members of the medical profession. 
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HAT WITH ALL the beatniks around, men with 

beards nowadays don’t attract much attention. 
Not unless they happen to be someone like Baron 
Gattoni, who could attract attention wearing a 
black suit at midnight in a coal yard. The Baron 
is one of wrestling’s most colorful personalities— 
he’s more than just а *character"—who has lived 
more lives than a cautious tomcat. 

He has raced speed boats in Switzerland, raced 
airplanes in Argentina, and driven a Jeep from Rio 
de Janeiro to New York back when only a third 
of the tortuous route was paved. “Not,” the Baron 
says in very fractured English, “that she eez change 
much now!” 


NE DAY, ABOUT 15 years ago, a very fat mes- 

senger boy delivered a telegram to Montreal 
wrestling impressario Eddie Quinn. The boys swal- 
lowed hard as Eddie took the yellow envelope. “Mr. 
Quinn," he said, as if reading from a prepared 
script, “I want to be a wrestler.” Eddie tipped him 
a dollar and laughed unencouragingly. “What you 
need, son, are reducing exercises.” 

But the fat messenger boy kept delivering his tele- 
grams and bothering Quinn until Eddie finally gave 
in and shipped him off to a health farm operated 
by old time wrestling great Emil Maupas. “Put this 
kid in shape," Um “told Maupas with a grin, “if 
you can.” у 

Six months later Maupas proudly brought the boy 
back to Quinn’s office and said, “Here he is, trim 
and hard as a rock. He’s ready for anybody.” Quinn 
didn’t recognize the handsome six-footer, with the 


‘trim, smooth-muscled physique.. And when Maupas 


assured him that this was that same fat messenger 
boy, Eddie couldn't believe his eyes . . . or his ears. 
“Impossible,” he bellowed. 

Today, Eddie Quinn looks at Larry Moquin, one 
of the cleverest and fastest men in the wrestling 
business and shakes his head. “To think I almost 
threw away a million dollar property. Honestly,” Ed- 
die continued, “when I sent Larry away with Mau- 
pas, I was hoping he would work the kid so hard 
he’d get disgusted and quit thinking about becoming 


BARON GATTONI 


He is a real wrestler, as so many ex-European 
stars are. From Piamonte, Italy, Gattoni was the 
Graeco-Roman champ of his country for ten years 
before he began dreaming of better things. Better 
things meant being a wrestler in America where, 
with the same skill, he could earn ten times as much 
money. He started for New York by way of Buenos 
Aires. Then came that historic Jeep ride which is 
still talked about in automotive and geographical 
circles as an unbelievable feat. 

Accompanied by his cousin, the Baron made the 
trip in 75 thrill-packed days through jungle, desert 
and unfriendly native country until he reached the 
friendly confines of southern U.S. He has been there 
for seven years as of now, and after learning our 
more brutal style of wrestling, has become a tre- 
mendous attraction with his massive chest, massive 
beard and massive ability. 
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LARRY MOQUIN 


a wrestler.” 

Moquin, who is one of the most popular matmen 
ever to come out of Canada, will never quit. **They?ll 
have to blot me off the mat," he says grimly. ““Wres- 
tling has been good to me, it's been my life, and 
Im going to stick with it until it doesn't want me 
anymore—I’m speaking about the fans, of course. 
So long as they keep cheering, Dll be in there 
trying. » 

A travel bug, Moquin has made several world 
tours, all very successful; in Europe, home of the 
legendary Graeco-Roman champions, his clean-cut, 
scientific style drew praise, as it did in Hawaii, 
Japan and Australia. At home in Canada, Larry is 
the proprietor, with his beautiful wife, Martha, © 
a very profitable hotel. ` 

Asked what he'll do when he's finally “blotted 
up,” Larry Moquin grins and says, “I’m doing it 
right now, running my hotel between trips. Side 
nee like this are what give a man security. And 
that’s one of the most important things in life? 


OB ORTON'S FIRST trainer was his mother, 
when he was eight years old. Neither of them 
knew, during those rough days in Kansas City, that 
little Bob was destined to become one of wrestling’s 
wildest wildmen with the nickname of “Kansas 
Krusher". Nevertheless, young Orton used to be 
mighty impressed when his Ma would heave some 
burly drunk out of old man Orton’s tavern in the 
skid row section of K.C. But this only happened 
when Bob’s father was too busy to handle the chore 
himself. 
‚When young Bob put on a few more years and a 
few more pounds, he took up bouncing full time. 
This was after he perfected his technique by learn- 


BOB ORTON 


ing scientific wrestling at the local “Y”. He spent ten 
months as an apprentice pro in Florida, learning his 
trade, before Kansas City promoters would give him 
a match in his home town. 

The standards in Kansas City — historically a 
brawling, roistering town—are pretty high. But Bob 
lived up to them by holding tough Dick Raines to 
a draw. Up until that time Bob was а true-blue 
sportsman, unwilling to hurt his opponent, wanting 
only to win by the purest means. Then he met up 
with Ernie Dusek one night in Texas. Ernie nearly 
broke his back and lacerated his face. It made Bob so 
“sore” that he altered his whole approach. Now he 
is a tough guy—and it paid off so well that he has 
been brow-beating a long succession of decent guys 
into applicants for Blue Cross. A large number of 
rough taverns have offered him jobs as bouncer. But 
for some strange reason of his own, he turns them 
all down. 
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IKE EAKINS | 


ESIDES BEING ONE of wrestling’s toughest, 
meanest, fastest villains, Ike Eakins is a lot of 
of other things, all of which spell “colorful”. He's 
nearly 300 pounds of bruising muscle; he’s a WW П 
tank veteran who was blown out of his vehicle three 
times by enemy fire; he’s one of Duke University’s 
best all-time players, and a great football pro; he’s 
an ex-hill billy from Kentucky with an engaging 
drawl that hides a well-educated and alert mind; and 
he’s about as amiable a brute as you’d want to meet. 
Outside the ring. Inside, he lives up to his name of 
“The Kentucky Cannonball” and reputation of be- 
ing a cold-blooded killer. |, à 
As a result of all this, Ike is one of the biggest 
drawing cards whenever and wherever he appears, 
which is often. In fact, the spotlight has never been 
off him during the last 10 years. After his army ca- 
reer, during which he was busted nine times for in- 
subordination to superior officers and other high 
crimes, Ike got his first taste of hatred for authority. 
After the war he went back into the hills for a time 
as a coal miner, a job that, built much of the solid 
300 pounds onto his 6-4 frame. Tiring of the monot- 


ony, Eakins cannonballed his way back into the lime- 
light, turning wrestler with a vengeance. It: was a 
coincidence that a contemporary pro football player, 
the great Bronco Nagurski, became a wrestler also. 
Since they had carried on a football feud at one 
time, Ike was eager to extract vengeance on the mat. 
But the two great backs met only once—in a tag team 
match which Ike’s partner lost before Ike and the 
Bronk could really have a chance to mix it. How- 
ever, Ike had the satisfaction of shouldering Nagur- 
ski clean out of the ring. 

“It was sort of the climax of mah life,” he says. 
But watching Ike's cannonball performance, long 
afterward, you get the impression that the climax 
of his life is still a long way off. A fact that is good 
news to millions of Eakins-haters everywhere. 
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THE GREAT SCOTT 
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REG JARQUE IS a kind of miniature Spanish 

Revolution—and he's revolting against dirty tac- 
tics in the ring. Like Jack Witzig, this handsome 
Grappling Cabellero is an exponent of good, clean 
scientific wrestling—and he is so good at it that he 
forces the fans to like it! 

The well-muscled Greg was already a European 
star when he gave up the penny-ante income of Spain 
to invade the U.S. around 1950. In his home coun- 
try he had already whipped such top men as the 
French Angel, Stan Karolyi and Juan Salesa. To his 
injured surprise, he proved no ball of fire with New 
York audiences. Not at first, that is. "Мо fire, no 
color, no personality,” was the comment of ring- 
siders 


Te CAREER OF Johnny Schweigart parallels that 
of many another fine wrestler—up to a point. He 
was a good athlete in his adopted state of New Jer- 
sey, a five-letter man at the University of Tulsa— 
track, football, basketball, swimming and wrestling 
—and an adequate soldier in World War II; also, 
he has been a Professional football player and a 
physical instructor. Nothing startling here. Of 
course, a slight bit of glamor can be extracted from 
the fact that John was born in Scotland of Ger- 
man-—Scottish parents. But what good is a fact unless 
you make use of it? Which brings us to the “point” 
at which everything changed for Johnny Schweigart, 
turning him from a во-во attraction as a wrestler, to 
one of the most sought-after big-wigs in the busi- 
ness. 

*Why not," said a certain alert California pro- 
motor, “take advantage of your birthright? You're 
a Scot and your mother’s maiden name was Scott, 
and your specialty is jumping all over the ring— 
well, from now on, here’s what you do—!” 

Here’s what he did. He called himself the “Flying 
Scott,” or the “Great Scott”; he wore a colorful 


GREG JARQUE 


Greg, refusing to adopt a gimmick, or bleach his 
jet-black hair, or enter the ring on his hands, was 
downcast and decided to return home where, despite 
the small gates, he was at least appreciated. 

Luckily Tex Hager, a Boise, Idaho, promoter, 
spotted him just in time. He matched Greg in front 
of a large Spanish audience in Boise, and there, as 
in their native Spain, the Basques loved him. 
Shortly afterward, he met а villainous character 
who made Greg so mad that he actually traded 
punches and dirty tactics with the heel. It won him 
the match and peace with himself. After that, al- 
though wrestling clean and scientifically for the 
most part, the 200-pound wrestler resorted to im- 
pure tactics whenever “necessary”. The high point 
of his career—thus far—was a completely clean match 
with the great Lou Thesz, when Lou had to strain to 
pin his lighter foe. 

It assured the future for Greg Jarque—a future 
that also involves his lovely American wife, two mus- 
cular children and his U.S. Citizenship. And that’s a 
pretty secure future. 


Scottish costume into the ring, and wrestled in plaid 
shorts. 

It caught on immediately and has been John’s 
trademark ever since. Not that it would have helped 
much except for one very important thing: the 
Great Scott is a great wrestler. He has proved this 
on more than one occasion when up against strictly 
scientific wrestlers, giving as good as he takes—or 
better. And, being big and ruggedly built, he has 
no objection to meeting meanies on their own terms, 
either! Either way, the Scott spells action—and that 
spells popularity at the box office. Yes, the Flying 
Scott is flying high; as he always will as long as he 


- wrestles for a living. 
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ROY McCLARITY 


OBO BRAZIL HAS two things in common with Fidel 
Castro. He was born in Cuba and is one hell of 
a fighter; also, he loves independence. The six-and- 
a-half foot Negro, 250 pounds, hasn’t seen much 
of Cuba in the past eight years; he’s been too busy 
fighting for his independence. Wrestling for it, that 
is—and so spectacular has his career been, that ten 
million U.S. citizens can spell his name faster than 
they can “Eisenhower.” A former semi-pro baseball 
player, Bobo was prevented from being another 
Willie Mays or Hank Aaron when ex-heavyweight 
wrestling champ Joe Savoldi saw him slide into first 
base—unsuccessfully. 


NE TIME IN Winnipeg, Canada, six tough lumber- 
jacks, in town for a good time—and a bad time 
for anybody who got in their way invaded the Crys- 
tal Dance Palace. There they took offense at the 
gentle warning of the bouncer to keep it quiet, 
please! They charged him. For awhile it looked like 
murder—and it was. By the time the dust cleared 
away, the bouncer had a ripped lip and a bent beak, 
but the six tough guys suffered a total of four 
broken bones, three concussions and uncounted 
contusions. All were out like lights—and out of the 
Palace, too. It is still remembered as the biggest 
battle ever to take place in Winnipeg. 

The bouncer was Roy McClarity, and shortly after 
he began picking on only one man at a time—in the 
ring. Before he could get well started in this com- 
paratively easy—for him—business, he was Army- 
bound. In Service he played hockey with profes- 
sional skill and on his discharge a half dozen 
big clubs tried to sign him. He turned them down 
to go into wrestling. First it was all Canada, then 
his electric popularity crackled south across the 
border. In Chicago he met a girl named Shirley who 


BOBO BRAZIL 


Savoldi talked the handsome behemoth into try- 
ing his hand-and feet—at wrestling. So the Big 
Leagues lost out on a super-star, to the vast relief 
of those ten million wrestling fans who have thrilled 
to Brazil’s (no one knows where he got his name) 
pyrotechnical brand of wrestling. As for his inde- 
pendence, Bobo owns and at times runs the Dew- 
Drop Inn, an exclusive (“Human Beings Only") 
restaurant in St. Louis, Illinois. Since he’s also the 
bouncer, it will keep him in good shape when, and 
if, he ever retires. Brazil admits that, unlike many 
other star Negro athletes, the road has been fairly 
easy for him. He wrestled Lou Thesz for the cham- 
pionship a mere two years after his mat debut, los- 
ing, of course, but gloriously, gaining the respect 
of Lou and the rest of the wrestling world. Improved 
several hundred percent now, Brazil wonders quietly 
how he'd do against the current champion. So do 
a lot of other people. 


liked his looks but didn't like his wrestling. So she 
taught him the fine points of the game, improving 
his technique and making a real pro of him. She's 
largely responsible for his adroitness with the sleep- 
er hold. 

How could;a mere girl do this? She was a girl 
wrestler, of course, and a very good one. She made 
more than a wrestler out of him; she made a hus- 
band and father out of him, too! Big—6-3; husky 
—230; and handsome, Roy is ideal TV fodder, but 
denies he'll be eaten up by the electronic monster. 
“Pm a wrestler, not a performer, and the only way 
to prove it is to beat everybody else in the world.” 
At this point he hasn't too far to go! 
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YPSY JOE IS a very beloved wrestler—beloved by 

all the country's dog catchers, truant officers, 
hangmen and slaughter house foremen. In addition, 
Joe has several thousand staunch fans who would 
die for him. These are the Gypsy population of this 
country, with which he has a very close kinship. 
Although villainous by nature and profession, Joe 
is always the hero when he wrestles in such places 
as northern Wisconsin, home of a large Gypsy 
colony. 

Gypsies have for many centuries had an evil 
reputation (largely undeserved) for thievery, mys- 
tery, and skullduggery. In the ring, at least, Gypsy 
Joe lives up to that reputation—adds to it, in fact. 
It is unlikely that any Gypsy since Carmen has been 
so detested by decent people. And with good reason. 


HOMBRE MONTANA 


OMBRE MONTANA WANTS to get one thing straight 

with the American public—“I do not come from 

the state of Montana! Hombre Montana, in my coun- 
try, means Man Mountain!” 

And that is precisely what he is—350 pounds of 
mountainous masculinity, every ounce of it calcu- 
lated to prove to any ordinary opponent that he 
is the toughest wrestler ever to come out of Argen- 
tina, and also the best (which includes, according 
to Hombre, Mr. Rocca). Montana has proven his 
points to many with his dazzling-fast brand of scien- 
tific ring skill, which is remarkable for a man his 
size. : 

Unlike other oversized wrestlers, Montana does 


‘ot rely on such simplifications as dropping his 


great bulk on opponents, or bouncing them off his 
massive chest; he actually gets down and wrestles. 
That in itself makes him unusual in this day of 
bleached blonds, midgets and assorted freaks. 

The excitement began when, back in 1936, 
Montana, then a mere 240 pound teenager, was 
chosen to represent his country in the Berlin Olym- 
pics. But the kid was cheated out of amateur im- 
mortality when Argentina failed to raise enough 
money to send its team to Germany. So Montana 
turned professional a year later and achieved im- 
mortality anyway. ‘He also made a lot of money, 


GYPSY JOE 


He is one of the nastiest big-time wrestlers ever to 
stalk the ring. He is different from, say Karl Von 
Hess in one respect; whereas Von Hess makes you 
want to shoot him for his cold arrogance, you want 
to strangle Gypsy Joe slowly for his oily repulsive- 
ness. 

Strangely, from time to time Joe seems to go off 
his rocker and behave like a decent human being. 
This may or may not be his true nature, but when 
it happens, he's as nice a guy as you'd ever want 
10 meet, or see in the ring. And it scems millions of 
people want to see him, starting from the time he 
met his beauteous Gypsy wife, Lorraine, about 15 
years ago. When they appear at the ringside to- 
gether in their traditional flowing costumes, they're 
an impressive sight. A professional fortune teller, 
Lorraine married Joe because of what she saw in his 
palm (*And in his eyes, too," she says) : namely, 
that he loved her and was going to be one of the 
world's best wrestlers. She was right both times. 
When other wrestlers make the mistake of letting 
her read their palms, her prophecy is always the 
same: “Joe is going to beat you in the ring." 

It's surprising how often she's right! 


for in the years since, he has invested his ring earn- 
ings in blue chip real estate, both in the U.S. and 
Argentina, and he lives in plush style with his chic 
little Chilean wife. Why did a little girl like she 
ever marry a man three times her size? “Because 
he's three times as loveable as any other man," was 
the sharp but polite answer. 

Montana comes from that unusual but definite 
category of wrestler which lies between “hero” and 
“villain.” That is: he's rough without being espe- 
cially hated or especially liked. Girl Scout leaders, 
for instance, don't like him at all, but truck drivers, 
sandhogs, test pilots and other he-man types do. 
But liked or disliked, win or lose, Hombre Montana, 
a mountain of man, is a thrilling performer to 
watch in action. That, together with natural ability, 
is what makes a wrestler big time for a long time, 
which, in a nut shell, is the story of Montana. 


KKK KKK 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 22 22 22 22 22 22 22 225 


"я. 


66Q@'PORTSMANSHIP?—it’s а dirty word!” 

That sums up the bizarre philosophy of 
Hans Schmidt. It also sums up the reasons why he 
is one of the most sought-after wrestlers in the 
world, and why he makes more money than most 
heads of state. 

Schmidt’s background seems appropriate for the 
murderous personality that has caused him to be 
almost as hated as his late boss, A. Hitler. A prod- 
uct of what is now East Germany, Schmidt’s early 
years are hazy and he makes no effort to clarify 
the void. It is known that he was drafted into the 
Nazi Army, which he hated. He hated poverty even 
more, and Germany represented poverty during the 
war. So as soon as he was able he migrated to Can- 
ada. There he went into the only profession which 


TIMOTHY GEOGHAGEN 


ACCORDING TO Tim Geohagen, the strongest 
wrestler of all is an Irish lad named Seamus 
Catal MacEacagain, from Aghacashel, Drumshanbo, 
in County Leitrim, Eire. “That’s my real name,” says 
Tim, “but can you imagine announcing that from 
the ring?” 

Many people can’t even imagine Timmy Geoha- 
gen being announced from the ring under any name 
at all. He’s too unbelievable. Here are his assets: An 
amazingly powerful, muscular physique of under 
six feet, 225 pounds topped by a curly-haired Irishly 
handsome head, inside of which is a brain which 
has won Timmy a Ph.D., the knowledge of four lan- 
guages and a wealth of assorted intelligence; a bril- 


| Папі wrestling repertoire that, in a few short years, 
| has made him опе of the world’s best wrestlers. 


| Spectacular are his strong man stunts, performed 


for exercise in private—he’s a real physical culturist 


—and sometimes in the ring before a match. He can 


re 


HANS SCHMIDT 


gave him the chance to rid himself of the hatred 
he’d built up during the early years. He became 
a wrestler. 

It didn't help his personality. But it certainly 
ended the poverty. A lone wolf (or dog, as most 
fans say), Hans lives aloof from the world in an 
8,000 dollar trailer. In the trailer is a 24-inch, $500 
television set and all the other comforts of home— 
with one exception. Apparently Hans hasn’t found 
the right woman yet. 

One tried to find him, but he wasn’t having any. 
A young girl, doubtless deranged, once tried to get 
a strangle hold on what passes for Schmidt’s heart. 
It took threats of police and prison to discourage 
her. The day she gave up Hans Schmidt was prob- 
ably the luckiest of her life! 

Not so lucky are the men Hans victimizes in the 
ring, most of whom wish they had police protec- 
tion! For Schmidt is an excellent wrestler who com- 
bines skill with skull-duggery, along with pure 
venom. It all adds up to Entertainment—plus—which 
justifies the existence of Hans Schmidt. 


lift a chair from the floor and stand up with it. By 
his teeth. With a girl sitting in it! He will tie a 
hawser to the rear of a motorcycle and grip Ше rope 
with his teeth; then the motorcycle will speed away. 
At least it will try to, but it never budges an inch. 
As for stuff like ripping Manhattan phone books in 
half and bending iron bars, that's child's play to Tim 
Geohagen. 

He doesn't play in the ring, once the chairs, girls 
and iron bars are put away. Then it’s arm bars and 
stepover toe holds and double wrist locks and ham- 
mer locks—at all of which he is expert at execution. 
He is expert at the execution of assorted villains, too, 
being the heroic type. No wrestler’s wrestler, Timmy 
is a man of the people; he and they adore each other 
with an undying love. 
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ILIO DiPAOLO 
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M VERNE GAGNE 


F LOU THESZ is the most respected champion of 

his era, certainly Verne Gagne is the most popu- 
lar. Even people who detest wrestling love Gagne; 
even people who never watch wrestling know the 
name Gagne stands for a very outstanding athlete. 

This glowing reputation is built on many things; 
a sense of fair play, a marvelous knowledge of wres- 
tling, a beautiful physique and a face so handsome 
that it is the personification of the All-American boy. 
All who are exposed to these many qualities of Verne 
Gagne go away with a lasting impression. 

This has been happening since the mid-1940's 
when, as a student at ihe University of Minnesota, 
Verne ripped through the amateur wrestling ranks 
with a skill so outstanding that he won a place on 
the 1948 Olympic team. 

When school and the Olympics were over, Gagne 


LIO DiPAOLO has a strong Italian accent, a strong 

pair of arms and a strong determination to prove 
that the ancient art of Graeco-Roman is not dead. 
“Straight Graeco-Roman is no good by itself in 
America," says the mighty young Roman. “But 
mixed in with what you call catch-as-catch-can, it can 
do great things for a man. I use this combination 
everytime I go into a ring. It gets me out of a lot 
of trouble.” А 

Actually, 240-pound Шо DiPaolo doesn’t get into 
much trouble inside a wrestling ring. He’s much too 
good a wrestler. He has the kind of skill and insight 
that comes only from years of practice. Starting in 
the gyms and arenas of Milan about ten years ago, 
he developed slowly but perfectly, like good wine, 
and he has been improving ever since. He beat 
everybody from the heel to the toe of the sprawling 
Italian Peninsula and back to the knee until he ran 
out of competition. So he went to South America 
where he got more than he bargained for, not from 
the wrestlers, but from the fans. 

“I don’t mind the wood clubs, the bricks, or even 
the bottles.” said Шо, “It’s those knives that I hate 
in South America. They hold them short in their 
hands so that the blade goes in only about half an 
inch. It is cuts like that which can make a man bleed 


ло death!” 


found it difficult to decide between a professional 
football career and a professional wrestling career. 
Football won out, for a time at least, after the noble- 
minded young sportsman watched a few wrestling 
bouts in Minneapolis. 

“It was too rough and showoffish for me," Verne 
recalled. “I was the typical college type then. You 
know, fast and purely scientific. All the extra frills 
and gaudiness of pro wrestling gave me the wrong 
impression, at first. Later, however, I discovered the 
meaning of showmanship and I realized that to be 
a good showman was a lot more difficult than to be 
a good wrestler. 

Almost from the outset of his career Gagne caught 
on with the wrestling public. They were amazed by 
his skill and enchanted by his good looks. His yearly 
take rocketed to $100,000 and it was impossible to 
fill all the bookings showered on him. 

“It’s all been very flattering,” Gagne said with a 
modest grin. “After ten years I still find it all hard 
to believe. But one thing I am convinced of—show- 
manship is the most important thing in business; in 
my business.” 


The only thing Ilio had to worry about in the U.S. 
(where he went after running out of South Ameri- 
can opposition, and the South Americans ran out of 
knives) was the wrestlers. So far he has had little 
trouble. And for some reason American fans have 
taken to him the same way the natives did back in 
Italy. And with Latin-Americans, well, DiPaolo is al- 
most as popular as pizza pie. Shrewd promoters 
have learned to cash in on his magnetic appeal by 
featuring him on cards in big industrial cities where 
large numbers of Latins are employed. With Шо on 
the bill, chances are good the show will be a com- 
plete sellout. 

DiPaolo is respected for his overall knowledge of 
the finer points of the sport. The not-so-fine points 
he learned while in the Italian army. He can use these 
effectively too, when he's up against some tough wise 
guy who doesn't appreciate his beloved Graeco- 
Roman style. 
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[ЧЕНЕ IS ONLY one wrestler west of the Missis- 

sippi. At least that’s what thousands of mat fans 
seem to think—his name is Cowboy Bob Ellis. That 
amounts to the kind of hero worship formerly ac- 
corded such immortals as Julius Caesar and Clark 
Gable. The reason for this fanatic adoration is a 
magnificent 6 ft. 3 frame topped with a face like 
Robert Taylor's, a chin. cleft like Cary Grants, 
muscles like Sampson and a drawing power like the 
magnetic pole. All of which, inserted into any wres- 
tling ring between Tacoma and St. Louis, means a 
very special kind of thrills for the spectators, capi- 
talistic thrills for the promoters, and—well, for Bob 
Ellis it means added stature to a reputation that in 
a few short years has made a big-timer out of a veal- 
life Texas cowboy. 


DON EAGLE 


ON EAGLE is perfectly qualified to pose for a 

portrait of the “Noble Red Man”; he is a genu- 
ine Indian and he is really noble. More than that, he 
is one of the best Lacrosse players ever to come out 
of Canada, an expert woodsman, a fine rugby 
player, a champion fencer and a top notch white 
water man (he paddles a mean canoe). All this in 
addition to being one of the top wrestlers of the 
decade. ) 

He also has the kind of courage that has been 
causing the white man to feel self-conscious for the 
past 500 years. According to his doctor (Don will 
never talk about it), he cannot even walk without 
feeling pain. Yet he continues to wrestle despite the 
almost unbearable torture he suffers everytime he 
steps into a ring. 

"This is the result of a terrible fall Don took in 
1954 when he was thrown out of the ring and 
severely injured several vertebrae. He never fully 
recovered from that fall and only a few of his fellow 
wrestlers and close friends knew the extent of his 
injury. Said one wrestler: “It takes one helluva man 


BOB ELLIS 


This 250-pound ex-paratrooper and protege of 
Strangler Lewis has already beaten some of the very 
best stars in the world and he is certain to beat many 
more. Few, if any, of the young crop of wrestlers 
have as bright a future as Bob Ellis. None can match 
his physique and good looks. In fact, wrestling fans 
will be lucky if anxious Hollywood agents don't steal 
him away before he can reach his peak. 

Bob is one of those sometimes fortunate people 
who mature late in their profession. Starting off as 
just plain Bob Elliott—wrestler—four years ago, he 
beat his handsome head against a stone wall and got 
nowhere. Then, by donning a pair of blue jeans, a 
ten-gallon hat and rowled boots, and calling himself 
“Cowboy” Bob Ellis (his real name), Big Bob sud- 
denly made it! “Maybe I just grew up overnight, or 
something,” he says in amazement at his own good 
fortune. 

He calls Bob Geigel “the best man I ever wres- 
tled,” although his army of worshippers remember 
his draw with then champion Dick Hutton at Kansas 
City a few years ago as his greatest contest. 

There's no telling exactly where Bob Ellis will 
wind up; but there is no doubt about the direction. 
It's up. À long way up. 
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to do what Don Eagle has been doing these last few 
years. Pm bigger than he is, and stronger, but I 
could never go through that.” 

Although sometimes mistakenly called “Chief,” 
Don resents the misnomer. “Chiefdom these days 
is an electoral position,” he insists, “and I have not 
been so honored.” But his father, Joseph War Eagle, 
is a chief. “My father is a great man,” Don said 
proudly. “He has guided me through life and what 
success I have I owe to him.” 

Don, a highly educated man, turned professional 
wrestler in the late forties after a spectacular col- 
legiate sports career. His striking appearance, his 
great speed and remarkable skill made him an im- 
mediate success, shot him into the $75,000 a year 
bracket. And even now, with his handicap, Don 
Eagle is still in the higher brackets, both money- 
wise and as a man. 
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Ratings 


A poll of leading promoters, newspapermen and the wres- 
tlers themselves guided us in compiling these ratings. 


1—PAT O'CONNOR 
2—ANTONINO ROCCA 
3—KILLER KOWALSKI 
4—BUDDY ROGERS 
5—EDOUARD CARPENTIER 
6 DORY FUNK 
7—FRED BLASSIE 
8—RAY GUNKEL 
9—DICK HUTTON 
10--МІКЕ DIBIASE 


1—JUNE BYERS 
2—JUDY GRABLE 
3-ТОМА ТОМАН 
4—PENNY BANNER 
5—FABULOUS MOOLAH 
6—BELLE STARR 
7—LORRAINE JOHNSON 
8—TYLA PRYNE 
9—BARBARA BAKER 


10—ROSE ROMAN 


1—ROCCA & MIGUEL PEREZ 
2—MARK LEWIN & DON CURTIS 
3—THE TOLOS BROTHERS 

4—THE KANGAROOS 

5—THE SCOTT BROTHERS 

6—THE SHARPE BROTHERS 

7—TINY MILLS & STANLEY KOWALSKI 
8—SKULL MURPHY & THE SHEIK 
9—THE MILLER BROTHERS 

10—THE KALMIKOFF BROTHERS 


AURA 


JUNE BYERS 


(continued from page 11) 


LOU 
THESZ 


of the finest wrestling contests of the last quarter-cen- 
tury. It lasted three full hours, and it was Thesz winning 
the last two falls. At the end, the two of them shook 
hands, although they had barely enough strength left to 
do even that. "Now," remarked Marshall, in apparent 
relief, “your troubles are just starting!" 

And so they were. A champion's lot is not an easy 
one. Not if he's a dedicated champion. “For one thing,” 
Lou Thesz will tell you, “there are the kids. They have 
high standards of sportsmanship, and if you care about 
what they think, you have to live up to those standards. 
Sometimes it’s tough; sometimes people try to keep you 
from it.” Lou does not elaborate, but the annals of 
wrestling prove that Lou Thesz never once failed in his 
responsibility to the public. Never has a champion been 
more respected by fans and fellow athletes alike. 

Lou has dominated wrestling, since 1937, the way 
Oklahoma has dominated college football. His active 
career has lasted 23 years, which is a long time in any 
sport. Baseball players, reaching the age of 42 and still 
active, are looked upon with awe, as witness Country 
Slaughter. In boxing, Lou’s only counterpart is the well- 
known robot, Archie Moore, and when Sammy Baugh 
was a 37-year-old football player, he was considered 
ancient. This is testimony to the superb condition that 
has always been a trademark of Lou Thesz. 

So convinced is the wrestling world of the invincibility 
of Lou Thesz that, if he were to try for the world title 
again, few would bet against him. For it would be his 
fifth try for the belt. 

Lou’s first reign as champion lasted a little over a year. 
Steve Casey took it away from him early in 1939. Thesz 
regained it and lost it for the second time, that very same 
year—one of the fastest turnovers of the title. It was the 
renowned Bronko Nagurski who topped him then. Then 
came the great war. 

Thesz, like most champions, supplied a lot of the 
muscle for America’s war effort. He taught man-to-man 
combat methods to the troops, and there is surely an 
impressive list of American boys who owe their lives to 
a Thesz-taught maneuver executed on some jungle trail 
or desert dune. 

After the war Lou wasn’t sure whether or not he 
should stay retired. He told Lewis, “Теп years is a long 
time to wrestle, Ed. Why don’t І settle down and raise 

my Doberman Pinschers, my kids and my cattle? I've 
got a wonderful wife and a good future as a rancher. 
Why don’t I—?” 

Lewis interrupted with a snort. "I'l tell you why! 
Because you're only 29 years old, still a squirt, and 
because you're still a champion! Maybe some other guy 
took your title while you were in the Army, but get back 
into shape and it will be yours again— I guarantee it.” 


And so it was. It took less than two years for Lou to 
do it. In April, 1947, he won the Championship from 
Billy Watson. Again there was a rough night when, six 
months later, Lou was pinned by Watson, losing the title 
once more. The next round in this see-saw battle took 
placé in mid-1948. At that time Lou put the Indian sign 
on Watson for good. However, a good bit of public 
clamor arose over the quick give-and-take of the Crown, 
so Lou cemented his right (о ће title by taking on, in 
rapid succession, anyone who deserved a shot at his title. 

So solid was his claim, that the newly formed National 
Wrestling Alliance pronounced him World Champion by 
unanimous acclaim in November, 1949. Next year, he 
removed all doubt to his claim by decisively defeating 
Gorgeous George, who had claimed the title. 

From 1950 until 1957, when Thesz went into semi- 
retirement, there was rarely any doubt as to who was the 
world's best wrestler. During an era when wrestling has 
been maligned as a sport, and when sports writers across 
the country were ridiculing men who dared call them- 
selves athletes because they wrestled for money, Lou 
Thesz was a tower of strength for those who believed that 
wrestling deserved to survive and that, at its best, it was 
one of the finest of sports—and had been for three thou- 
sand years. 

Now, two years after having been shorn of his well- 
worn crown by Dick Hutton, Lou will occasionally leave 
his California ranch—an ideal place near San Diego—to 
engage in a bout. He is still in marvelous shape and 
looks ten years younger than he is. You don't have to 


-jog him hard to get him talking about his great matches 


—especially if Strangler Lewis is around. 

“What were my toughest matches?" Lon wrinkles his 
dark brow thoughtfully, even though he has recounted 
the story often. "I suppose you'd have to include that 
first one with Everett Marshall, when I won the title in 
37. At the end of that three hours we both lay on our 
dressing room tables for an hour, half dead. Neither of 
us could wrestle again for two months. The second tough 
one was with Bobby Managoff. Bobby was a fine cham- 
pion, an expert wrestler. But we both forgot some of our 
science in that ring! Near the end we were shooting 
punches at each another—real rough. I finally beat him, 
but I had to use both science and punches.” 

What does he think of the modern giants—the not-so- 
scientific wrestlers like Yukon Eric, Don Arnold and the 
others, the strong men? 

*Well, I think that science is wrestling, and vice versa, 
but in this modern kind of wrestling, strength and size 
are pretty important. One of the roughest nights I ever 
had was with Killer Kowalski. That guy is murder! He's 
not only big and powerful, but he has brains. Take it 
from me, Wladek is not just a circus killer—he’s a real 
wrestler. If anybody has what it takes to be a genuine 
champion, it's Kowalski." 

The great man speaks and who is to doubt him? 

Maybe the sports editors will have their way. Maybe 
the enemies of wrestling will see to it that our most an- 
cient sport dies а lingering death.. That would be a 
tragedy to the world of sport and the world at large. 

But if it happens, then history will write the name of 
Lou Thesz in huge letters beside those of his illustrious 
predecessors; Gotch, Stecher, Londos and, yes, Ed 
“Strangler” Lewis. And perhaps history will say, "Lou 
Thesz was the last of the truly great wrestling champions." 


e end 
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Skull 


And that's how it's been ever since. Skull Murphy 
against the world. And so far Murphy has done pretty 
well for himself. He hates people. He says, “I’m opposed 
to people, generally. Even though they come to see me 
wrestle they hate me. And out on the street they hate 
me, too. Why should I like them?” 

It wasn’t until our second interview that I worked up 
enough courage to ask Murphy about girls. It’s always 
one of the first questions you think of when talking with 
a wrestler, but one of the last you ask. 

“I think women are sickening—the kind of women you 
see these days, anyway. They send me letters all the 
time. I throw them away. Do you know what most of 
them want?" 

I asked, “Can we print it?" 

He thought it over. “No.” 

What does he think about marriage? 

He thought it was pretty good. “In fact, eight years 
ago I got married. And not to one of those spineless 
creatures, either. I got me a Canadian girl, one who 
knows her place and how to keep it. American girls 
want to be men, I think—they want to run the house, the 
family and their husbands. It's too bad so many Ameri- 
can men are giving in to that situation. Pretty soon Ameri- 
their wives will be running the country!" 

His wife's name is Sandra and from what I could 
gather, they are very happily married, living in a trailer 
camp near New York City. 

What about other wrestlers? I asked. Do you respect 
any of them? Have any of them given you a hard time 
in the ring?" 


Murphy leaped to his feet. I wondered which window 
he would throw me out of. *Not a damn one is worth 
my respect," he thundered, “and none of them could 
beat me without the help of the referee! I held that 
jumping-jerk, Rocca, to a draw once. The referee was 
so afraid Га lick his little hero, he thumbed me in the 
eyer 

Skull has strong opinions on just about everything. 
Hobbies: “1 bowl and swim—Sandra and I do both 
together—and well.” The Future: “I own two homes and 
20 acres in Canada. In a dozen years or so, when I quit 
wrestling, ГЇЇ have a good stake, and ГЇЇ make the most 
of it. Don’t ever worry about me!” 

I had talked a total of three hours with Skull Murphy, 
long enough to realize that here is a very tough, very 
strong-minded, and very strange, man. As I got up to 
end it, I asked, “Since that fight with those three hood- 
lums in Winnipeg, how many fights have you been in— 
on the street, I mean? Does anybody ever bother you 
these days?” 

He put on a straw hat to cover his smooth head, and 
a pair of very dark sunglasses. His muscular, hairless 
arms projected from a sport shirt that accentuated his 
marvelous physique. 

“Гуе been in fights with a few idiot fans who think 
they can lick me with knives. This scar, for example” 
(he indicated a white inch-long gash in his forehead ) 
“was caused by some fool who threw a knife into the 
ring. Real good aim, too. He’s lucky I didn’t see him. 
The others weren’t so lucky. No, I haven’t had a real 
street fight since that one long ago. As you know, I can't 
start a fight without going to jail-a wrestler’s hands are 
considered, legally, to be deadly weapons. But I can 
defend myself. And I love to!” 

He paused at the door. “Oh, I forgot to tell you. I 
found out, next day, that those three guys I licked in 
Winnipeg were hurt real bad. Two had concussions and 
the third wound up with a busted vertabrae. It made me 
feel good. I really got even, didn’t I?” 

He really did. And he’s been getting even ever since. 
As the door closed on Skull Murphy, one of the world’s 
toughest human beings, I wondered if he’d ever call it 
square. e end 


72 


(continued from page 25) 


FRED 
BLASSIE 


After the match, McIntyre rasped to reporters, “It was 
a fluke. I didn’t think he was that tough, so I coasted 
too much. I’m getting another match in 60 days—and 
I promise to annihilate him!” 

So the two had their return match in 60 days and, 
guess what!—McIntyre was again annihilated by Blassie. 
After the match, asked if it was a fluke, McIntyre 
moaned. “This damn Blassie is a fluke, that's what— 
he's inhuman! He's the toughest man I've ever met." 

Not only is Fred an excellent scientific wrestler, he's 
an inventive one. His surf board hold and reverse spin- 
ning neck breaker are enough to flatten any wrestler 
in the world. A real punisher with fantastic speed, he 
begins at a fast pace and keeps getting faster as the bout 


progresses. He has stepped up the pace of southern 
wrestling altogether. 

At one time he was quite the Beau Brummel. One 
early headline read, “Blasie Brings Sex to Wrestling.” 
The inept headline writer meant that Fred attracted the 
female fans to his matches in droves. He has looks and 
personality, no doubt about it, and both are still there 
when he wants to pour on the charm. It is rumored that 
«тапу a dame at ringside has been on the verge of a 
nervous breakdown—not knowing whether to love Fred 
or hate him. : 

For the loving types, Blassie wants it known that he 
is happily married and the father of three assorted huskies 
who take up all his spare time. But, he admits, "Let's 
face it-I'm human, and I still like the fan letters and the 
autograph hounds. So long as they don't climb all 
over me!” 

Many a wrestling promoter cringes every time he goes 
to a movie. He recalls that Fred Blassie nearly became 
a full-time movie actor a la Mike Mazurki and Maxie 
Rosenbloom. “Yeah,” says Fred, “I like acting. If I'd 
liked wrestling just a little bit less, I'd have stayed in 
Hollywood. I've been in pictures with Kirk Douglas, 
Victor Mature, Marilyn Monroe—you heard me!—Burt 
Lancaster and a bunch of others. In ‘Demetrius and the 
Gladiator, I was the guy with the biggest muscles and 
the smallest part. But it was fun." 

It's been fun wrestling, too, but not all the time. 
Aside from the fan-inflicted injuries, Fred has suffered 
an assortment of wound such as fractures of both elbows 
(real painful, that!), six broken ribs, nose broken seven 
times, three fingers snapped, right knee fractured and 
ears drained 23 times to prevent cauliflowering. The 
countless times when bones were almost broken, the 
bruises, contusions and unstitched lacerations, Blassie 
doesn't count. *If you worry about them they'll become 
a fixation and you won't feel free in the ring. I get 
them patched up and forget it." This is the attitude of 
all successful wrestlers. It has to be. 

Another attitude of all successful wrestlers is a burning 
ambition to be heavyweight champion of the world. Well, 
not all. Fred Blassie ‘would like to be world champion, 
but he's not on fire about it. "Hell, I've gone farther 
than most guys in this business," he shrugs. “If I can 
just keep going at this level, ГЇЇ have made a few people 
happy-including my wife and kids—and ТЇЇ have gotten 
a big charge out of life. What more could I ask for?” 

- Not much, to our way of thinking. What with his real 
estate holdings in Los Angeles, St. Louis, and Atlanta; 
his reputation as a wrestler, the respect he has earned 
among his fellow wrestlers; the knowledge that he has 
set all-time attendance records in Paducah, Mobile, 

Nashville, Knoxville and Atlanta; plus the satisfaction 
of knowing that he can, at any time, retire a healthy, 


— wealthy, fairly youthful man. What more can Fred . 


Blassie, or anyone else, ask for? e end 
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FRANK 
GOTCH 


The two men had their return match in the Doc’s home 
town, Seattle, on July 1, 1908. Gotch toyed with Roller 
for a while, then pinned him with a series of combination 
holds. After 15 minutes’ rest, the two were called out for 
the second fall. Gotch, smiling broadly, leaped forward, 
knocked Roller down; then, lifting him in his arms like a 
baby, walked over to the referee and asked, “Where do 
you want him, Gaffney?” 

The referee pointed to the mat. Frank hurled Roller 
precisely on the selected spot and got a toe hold on him. 
The pain was excruciating but Roller had the kind of 
guts that often take the place of superior strength and 
ability. Miraculously he kicked out and, bouncing his foot 
off Gotch’s face, worked free. Enraged, Frank proceeded 
to tear apart the gutsy Westerner, who had to be escorted 
from the ring. 

Gotch, hardly panting, leaped over the top rope and 
pranced back to his dressing room. . 

Another yarn involves what might have been Gotch’s 
most exciting match, not counting the Hackenschmidt 
classic. It took place in England in 1909 during a 
European tour. Midway through the tour Hackenschmidt, 
who had been crying foul and claiming the real world 
title, ignored a Gotch challenge to a second match. The 
Lion’s pussycat tactics made Gotch even more popular 
both at home and abroad. 

But one young man who remained unimpressed was 
George Dinnie, a really strong and capable wrestler out 
of Sheffield, England. He promptly issued a challenge 
of his own. When Frank heard of it he treated it as a 

joke and told the young man to “go get yourself a 
reputation, then ГЇЇ wrestle you.” 


Next day Gotch was surprised to read a glaring notice ` 


in the local papers: “GOTCH REFUSES TO MEET 
DINNIE.” Foaming at the mouth, Gotch immediately 
agreed to a match. “I will,” he raged, “throw this char- 
acter twice inside of thirty minutes!” 

Naturally the music hall at which the match was held 
was packed to the rafters, and when Gotch entered the 
stage ring the place echoed with boos and catcalls. 
Dinnie, of course, was treated to a thunder of cheers and 
whistles. Gotch kept getting madder and madder. 

At the bell, Gotch rushed forward, shoved Dinnie into 
the wings, seized him, dragged him to the center of the 
stage, slammed him to the canvas, and put him into a 
leg-splitting toe hold. He was pinned in exactly one 
minute, six seconds! 

The second fall was Scored in precisely 55 seconds. 
As Frank rose after being tapped by the referee, he was 
surprised to hear a shout from Dinnie, “I’m not down!” 
he yelled as he pulled his shoulder off the mat. Both the 
ref and Gotch were dumbfounded, but the audience 
loudly demanded that another fall be registered. 


Frank nodded to the referee, then beckoned to Dinnie. 
“C'mon,” he muttered ominously, shaking with anger. 
Dinnie was obviously a pretty stupid young man or he 
would have ran away then and there. Instead he walked 
forward and prepared to wrestle. That's as far as he got. 
Frank seized him by the hand, yanked him forward and 
picked him up. Then he crashed the startled wrestler to 
the canvas and leaped on him with cat-like quickness. 
In less than five seconds he had Dinnie's leg jammed 
against his spine in a cruel toe hold. 

Dinnie beat at the mat with his hands. "I'd done!" he 
screamed. 

But Gotch enjoyed his moment of triumph. "You're 
kidding-you’re not really done, are you? Let's make 
sure!" He applied more pressure. Dinnie, certain that his 
leg was about to snap—which it was—cried out in agony. 
By now the fans were beginning to protest the cruelty of 
the American, yet grudgingly knowing that he deserved 
the victory. They also feared that Dinnie would be per- 
manently crippled. 

At last Gotch, satisfied, eased up and gave Dinnie a 
final shove. Painfully rising to his feet, and thankful to be 
able to rise at all, the Englishman limped to the foot- 
lights. In deadly earnest, he said to the audience, "You 
can take my word for it-Frank Gotch is the greatest 
wrestler in the whole world!" 

It was probably Gotch's sweetest moment. 

His most astounding moment, though, was the time 
he set an all-time record by pinning the mighty Stanislaus 
Zbyszko, who weighed 250 and was one of the strongest 
men in the world, in six and 2/5 seconds. This remains 
as one of wrestling's high-water marks. In fact, the fall 
was actually made in four seconds, but Frank kept the 
pressure on a little longer after the referee had slapped 
his shoulder. The title remained Frank's when he took 
the second fall in 27 minutes. The years was 1910, and 
Gotch still had three more years left in which to amaze 
the world. : 

During those final years Frank took on one and all and 
added to his lauréls. Never had anyone, in any sport, so 
clinched the reputation for invincibility. Gotch proved to 
be unbeatable and so, in the year 1913, he retired from 
the professional ring. In his time he had established a 
book-full of records, one of which was the greatest 
wrestling gate of that period. Another was the largest 
individual income. 

Retiring to his Iowa farm, Frank tried to settle down. 
But the lure of the crowd, the cheers—and the money— 
were too much for him. He agreed, in 1916, to meet 
Joe Stecher, who had won the world title from Charley 
Cutler, who was named champion when Frank retired. 

That Gotch-Stecher match would doubtless have been 
another classic, since Stetcher, as stated before, was one 
of the very few worthy of being mentioned in the same 
breath with Gotch. : 

But it was destined not to be. In 1917 Gotch came 
down with a stomach disorder that prevented further 
competition. Not many of his friends and public realized, 
however, just how bad an attack Frank was having. But 
they found out on December 16, 1917, when word canie 
from the farm on the lonely Iowa prairie: “Frank Gotch 
is dead." 

When he heard the news, Ed “Strangler” Lewis said 
quietly, *Let them bury him face down. Frank could 
never get used to the other way." e end 
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THE 
MIGHTY 
ATLAS 


a consistently big drawing card, especially throughout 
the Middle West, where he is well admired. Well hated, 
actually, for he still makes no bones about his ethics in 
the ring. 

"One time," he laughs, *a fan made the mistake of 
liking me—but out loud! He was at the ringside and I 
kept noticing that he cheered me each time I got an 
advantage. So, between falls, I walked over to the ropes 
and, leaning over, pointed my finger right at this guy. 
‘Hey,’ I called out, ‘is there a jockey in the house? I 
want him to ride this jackass out of here!’ 

“Well, that poor slob just stared at me. You can bet 
that he kept on cheering through the rest of the bout— 
but for the other guy!” Shapiro shook his rugged, well- 
haired head. “I don't want any friends—I don’t need 'em. 
Nobody ever helped me when I needed help—except my 
father and that Oregon promoter—and now that I’m on 
top, I don’t want them around.” He grinned, enjoying 
his own humor. "ГІЇ carry my own: weight!” 

He does that, and more. The maximum he can lift 
is a well-kept secret. He trains in secret whenever he 
uses maximum poundages. In the interview, the writer 
asked him why. “Why don’t you enter weight lifting 
contests, maybe challenge champions like Paul Anderson 
and John Davis?” 

Morrie shook his head again, a thing he does often— 
a real negative type. “If I did that it would put me in 
their class. I'd be a weight lifter-wrestler, just one of the 
herd. This way, I’m unique. I’m The Mighty Atlas, in 
capital letters—not only a professional wrestler but the 
world’s strongest man.” He looked serious. “Jf—and I’ve 
never dodged it—anybody, including Paul Anderson, 
wants to challenge me for the title, ГЇЇ meet him on his 
own ground. ГЇЇ match him weight for weight, pound for 
pound, and then ask him to try my stunts.” Morrie raised 
a smug eyebrow. "I've said’ that for ten years now— 
and so far nobody has taken me up on it. But it still goes.” 

The chances are that he will never be taken up. The 

stunts Shapiro does are truly unusual. His best is to 
break а %4-inch rope with his legs by raising up from a 
half squat, the rope tied to a hook at his feet, and the 
other end around his waist. This stunt has ruptured and 
crippled many another man who tried it. For it requires 
superhuman leg and back muscles. His most spectacular 
stunt is the previously mentioned affair in which 10 men 
try to.strangle him in the tug-o'-war. A variation of this 

fe 10 men—plus ten wrestlers who are appearing 
on the ёте program-to try and pull his arms apart 
while he clasps his hands. They never do. Atlas also 
drives.spihwe-into boards with his bare hands; pulls them 
out again with his teeth; drags a fire engine along the 
road, again with his teeth; and, holding an anvil off the 


floor with his teeth, allows a husky man to smack it with 
a sledge hammer. 

Now. Here we have a wrestler who, in order to add to 
his income—in order to continuc wrestling, in fact--be- 
came a strong man. Which brings up a very important 
question: Can he wrestle? 

The old timers can answer that--and so can thousands 
of fans from coast to coast. Yes! 

Thus far he has met the best and the near-best. 
Although he must, of course, use his strength to the best 
advantage, and likes to engage in tests of muscular power 
with his opponents (he very seldom loses), he can be 
scientific with the best of them, surprising many into 
sudden defeat. Even some wrestlers seem to think that 
if a man is unusually strong, he must be unusually stupid. 
When they get caught in Morrie Shapiro’s patented full 
nelson, they quickly change their minds. They change 
their booking, too, if it means getting mixed up with 
Shapiro again. For Atlas’ full nelson is murder! 

With it he has won perhaps half of his many victories. 
Atlas has a patent on his full nelson, and when he 
applies it, the match is ‘usually over. Almost invariably 
his victims lose consciousness due to the tremendous 
pressure on their head and neck, which cuts off the blood 
flow to the brain. It is a very dangerous hold, and it takes 
an alert referee to prevent permanent injury to Atlas’ 
opponents. А 

For this sort of conduct, which he applies with bru- 
tality, and the disdain which he heaps upon-the crowd, 
Morrie Shapiro is a very hated man. "I have," he admits, 
“two products that I can sell for $50,000 a year-anuscles 
and hatred. Why shouldn't I take full advantage of both? 
Anyway, why should I change my methods at this stage 
of the game? I've been going strong—if you'll pardon the 
expression—for ten years, now. I've got my mind turning 
to other things, and pretty soon ГІЇ start developing 
them. You know, business deals of different kinds. It's 
going to be fun." 

How come he never became world champion, if he's 
so strong? 

“I did.” Morrie looks as bland as dry Shredded Wheat 
when he said it. 

“You became world champ?” 

“Yep. Back in 1950 I wrestled Lou Thesz, who was 
then champion. Well, during the bout Thesz bumped 
against me, accidentally. I bumped against the ref—and 
the ref goes flying out of the ring. Meanwhile, while I’m 
watching the referee, Lou pins me. But there's no official - 
to count. I get up. Then І get the nelson on Thesz, I 
knock him out and pin him. The referee’s back now 
and he counts Lou out. I win the championship. But 
what happens? The National Wrestling Alliance, may it 
fry in hell, reverses the decision, claiming I was pinned 
previously! What do you think of that?” 

The writer thought it was, to say the least, unusual. 
“But why,” he asked, “didn’t you beat Thesz the other 
two times you wrestled him?” He looked innocently at 
the Mighty Atlas. 

It was Morrie Shapiro who answered, his eyes smiling 
in a grim face. “That Thesz—he’s one helluva wrestler, 
isn’t he?” Morris thumped his great chest. “But I can lift 
more weight than him any day in the week!” 

The writer decided that the world should know The 
Mighty Atlas better. It’s more fun hating somebody 
you know! e end 
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